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Bnolosod Is tho oavor; might bo sribtitlod "Tho Further Ad-yonturos of Chaliapin, "since 
it illustrates another Faustian scene, Honwyer, this one is from tho Gounod rather that 
last tine’s Boito yersion, 

this illustration is a montage of sorts, depicting Jfephistofeles as he sings the moclc- 
ing, ironic seranade outside liargeurite's windcvr, and Margeurite herself as she night 
have appeared as the first dEnming of the neaning of the song's words came upon her,,« 
"Vous qui faites I'endomAe, a'entendex-yous pas,,,," Jfephistopheles nooks lirgourite 
la this serenide, which is sung to "Catarina" and in which ho tells her that while she 
nay pretend sleep, all the while knowing that her Icyer is about to join her in bedj| 
•tis best she renonber to "bar the doors like any miser till upon thy hand is a wed- 
ding ring," knowing that duo to her seduction by Faust, she is now pregnant, 

Vihlle Chaliapin excelled particularly in roles of a Satanic or demonic nature, of which 
this opera "Faust" was one of ttie most famous, he Mawer really oared for tho oonposor's 
handling of tho work, ooa5>ared to the conception of Goethe, •vdiose literary work inspir¬ 
ed the opera, Gounod's opera gives Msphistopholes the appoaranoe of a worldly glayboy 
out on h holiday, causing the downfalls of Ibrgeurite and Faust and the death of Valen¬ 
tin as more of a lark, or a diversion to one sated on oommon pleasures. He nuoh prefer¬ 
red the universally evil aspect of tho Boito ooiqiositlon, in vdiioh tho overpowering said 
onnlpotent malevoleuoe of Satan is so nuoh more greatly depicted and defined than in 
Gounod, 

Chaliapin's oharaoterieations were literally drawn from lifej ho was n constant student 
of people, as much as any artist, (He was an artist in at least 2 categories* his strik 
ing use of nakeiq), and his sculpture), When in his first appearanoesIn this country he 
was often criticised for some of the mannerisms and broad strokes with which he drew 
certain characters, in particular tho "Don Basilio" in Rossini's THE BARBER OP SBVILIE. 
(One critic howled about the large red handkerchief he used rather noisily, but it re» 
nalned a nearwstandard pz*op with many interpeters of the role)te retorted vehemently 
"But 1 XHCRT the nant He is as real as you or II" Chaliapin's early years were spent to- 
ong the serfs in Russia; he worked as one of the barge-haulers on the Volgai he went 
through the madness and terror of the Revolution and the groping infancy of the new Scv> 
iet Republic, Chaliapin was a nan of the people, and his studies of them formed the bas> 
is of most of his outstanding conceptions of makeup. 

Of all his magnificent conceptions, it is doubtful, however, that he will be renenbered 
for any but his powerful and awe-inspiring personifications of Satan, m depicted in 
"Faust" and Bolto's "Mephistophele" (see cover ft commentary for MIRAGE 4^), 

If any of you have and would be willing to part with any 78 RHI reoordi^s of this egP*.* 
artist, please by all means contact ms, ^tters to MIRAGE will bo forenirardsd gladl^ 
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I do not know if it svor oxistod— 

That lost world floeitine dimly on Tim«’ i 
And,yet I see it often, violet-misted. 

And shimmering at the back of seme vague dream. 

There wore strange towers and curious lapping rivers. 
Labyrinths *f wonder, and low vaults of light. 

And bough-orossed skies of flame, like that which quivers 
Wistfully, just before a winter's night. 

Great moors led off to sedgy shores xinpeopled, 

Where vast birds wheeled, vrhilo on a windswept hill 
There was a village, ancient and white-steepled. 

With evening ohimes for which 1 listen still, 

1 do not know what land it ia~or dare 
Ask when or why I was, or will bo, there, 

,.,,...H.P.Lovecr 
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Ul'ILESS YOU HAPEEII TO BE Olffi OF 
those readers who turns iinraodiatoly to 
the editorials and letteroolu3iins,or aaybe 
you are a raember of the Hateoraft school, | L, 
you have glanced through the issue already, and have seen a 
alight change — for the hetter, we hope ~ in the layout 
this issue. The niain reason is that vro finally got up the 
energy to rig up a homo mimooscope of sorts, thus being able, JACK L, CKALKER 
although amateurishly, to present some alight artwork as well. 

Enow ye, however, that artwork Trill not abound in future issues — it will be used 
sparinglyi and only when it will actually benefit a piece.,,, Wo vrish to woloometD 
our art department pro:nising young British fantasy artist ilarry Warren Douthwaite, 

Harry is certainly a master of the intricate background, as his supurb illo for John 
Pesta’s MOTHER OF EAEKHESS this issue illustrates.... Vfe wish to announce that the 
second Anthem Press Chapbook will be appearing shortly — David H. Keller's A PIGMENT 
"6P i iDtJEAM. It is by far Dr. Keller's best piece of Involved fantasy} undisputedly 
one of his finest works as a whole. This novelette has never boon published before in 
any form whatsoever, and this v/ill bo a first, limited and numbered, edition. It will 
run over 40 pages, and will contain several excellent illustrations by Dave Prosser. 
Heavy paper oovers; justified margins. A time oollootor's iteml Because of its small 
edition and the expense of elootronio stencils, we must ask v2.00 for it, although it 
will tmdoubtedly be worth many times'tliis not too long from now. 

WE WENT TO THE LUIIACON, last April 29, and it turned out to bo. a real blast. Although 
neither MIRAGE or myself indulge very much in con reports, I am going to present a 
chronicle of this con — primarily booaiae I was on the program. 

Many ef the smaller but ia^ortant East Coast conventions suffer from a lack of public¬ 
ity outside their local spheres. The Uinacon is one svioh, and there has been veiy lit¬ 
tle mention of it. This is hereby rectified. 

Ordinarily I wouldn've tried to make a con far enough away as to make’expenses run high 
but I had set ry sights on this year's unusually star-studded Lunaoon, vdiioh was to be 
held in Adelphi Hall, 5th Avenue, in How York City. 

I didn't have the money to get all the wr&y to Neiw York, and train and bus schedules 
were siioh that either would have landed mo in that city with no money and noplace to 
go in the wto small hours of the morning. So, I made arrangements with Philly's Harr¬ 
iet Kolchak, who must certain ranlc as the Queen of Convention Pans, to stay over at 
her place Saturday night, and got a ride up with someone from Philadelphia on Sunday 
marn,,,. Being the nostalgic sort who walks tvro miles to ride the near-extinot street¬ 
cars, and who desperately mourned the loss of this country's last overnight steamship 
line, the Old Bay Line, I decided to take the train, A habitual Trailways user for trip 
it'd been 10 years since I'd even been in a train station. 

After’a harrowing time getting to the Baltimore station, ’ since it ^vas off the main btis 
lines, I finally purchased by ticket (cheap bargain rate, good for 48 hours only) and 
boarded the train. The Afternoon Congressional sped mo to Philly in short order, al¬ 
though not short enoi:igh to keep this poor innocent traveller from ordering a hamburger 
in the dinifig oar and wind up with a bill for J2,00 — just for the haniburgerl Feeling 
rather sick, check stub in my hand, I wandered dizzily and much broker back to my seat, 
I arrived at Harriet's about 6130 P,M.,'aad knocked loudly. Nobody answered. Friendly 
neighbors told me that she had gone out, probably to tho Sun Ray restaurant around the 
oomer. 1 went around there, and, while I found no Harriet Kolchak, I did find a reason 


Ovor Tho Edge 


ably priosd raeal, much Jnoro filling than tho noagor — but oh so oxponsivol — hoiribur- 
goi* of two hours before., and I ate supper. Walking baok to Harriot’s, I foxmd hor near¬ 
by, hunting for mo, Shq hadn’t oxpeotod n» for a ooupl'vo hdurs as yet, and had oaton 
— in tho restaurant, across the street from tho Svai Royl Ah, ivoll,*,. Stove KolcAdk 
works nights, I foundi and had been asleep vdien I knocked,' 

Finally I got settled. About this tiao Stove Kolchak arose, finding that ho had to vrork 
that night, and oaa» dovm to oat before leaving. At this time, tho three of us ~ Stove 
Harriet, -and myself — discussed a variety of things, much having to do with SF and 
fantasy. Later I'was to see much of the Eslohak oollootion — rare and wondorful old 
magazines, books, and fanzines I’d give my oye. tooth for. After Stove left, Harriot 
ond I disoussod several things while going through some magnzinepi primarily, howovor, 
tho topic was Dorloth's Lovocroftian tales, I. also vvatohod an hour’s XV -- THE DEFEND¬ 
ERS, a show I had not previously soon, duo to my vrorking Saturday nights. This turned 
out to bo a controversial pno, vrtiioh many stations had refused to oorryj a supurb treat 
mbnt of tho case for legalized abortion, Baltlmoro, I lator loomed, h^ oonsor'od it, 
muoh in tho sono way as they’d censored tho oontnovorsial Fobian episode- of BUS STOP, 
although I caught tho lattor on a Washington channel, 

-After tho show, vro-iv/ont back up to look over Harriot’s assorted fanzino stacks. In tho 
midst of this, tho doorbell rong, I vrant dcftvn and opened tho door, Thoro, in'Bermuda 
Shorts, looking like boarded Satan on d Roman Holliday,' stood Don Studobakor, tho printt 
or of MlRACrE and othor -Anthom piiblioattons for mo, Don had hltoh-hikod from his homo 
toum of Palmer Park,. Maryland, a suburb of Washington, 

Mono talk, moro planning for tho next day's fostivitioa, ond then I Trant to bod. Sloop 
proved elusive, howovor, since Ddn ■vms discussing in a loud voice an SF oporotta bo was 
working on. It sounded from his dosoription like a musical TEENAGE CiiVEMAN, and I said 
so. This stopped tho talking, arid I drifted off to sloop ajwund 3 A,M, 

Rudoly awokoned by tho alarm clock at 7 A,M,, I sleepily arose and mndo roady to go to 
tho con. Our pickup point vra,s 6ut in tho suburbs, and wo managed to catch tho right bus. 
and transfer to tho righ^ suWwxy, and got off at tho right spot, dospito Harriot’s ifiir- 
ootions, Harriot horsolf vras going by train. By this time. I had dovollopod an upsot 
stomach, although perhaps it was my laoly day aftor all, sinoo our rido. Jack Zoitz, 
was a pharmacist and quickly romidiod tho situation, Tho fivo of us — Jack Zoitz, his 
protty wife, Poggy Rao MoKnight (who had joined us at tho randovous pointy, Don, and 
rysolf ~ pilod into tho first's VollM^mgon, Although slightly orampod, wo made tho 
trip in good tism and in roasonablo comfort, and at last located Sth Avonuo and, final¬ 
ly, Adolphi Hall, 

At about 1 o’clock, I took my scat in tho. front rovr and awaited'Sam Mosoowitz’s intro¬ 
duction, Having put off ary spooch-moking until tho last moment, I found mysolf with a 
fow hastily-sorawlod notes. Everyone took thoir scats — thoro was quite a largo crowd 
gathorod — and SoM began tho first item (fin tho program — tho fan editor’s panel. Ho 
flatteringly introduced thO four of us, and vro wont up on stage, Jnmos'Taurasi, SF TIMEl 
Torry Carr, ■fon-tiu’nod-pro. Into of F/dlAC and INNUENDO} Goorgo Williok, PXJtSECTIONj and 
mysolf, lilRAGE, Eaoh of us vra-s given fivo minutos to toil why ho thought fanzines wore 
or woro not bonofioial to tho fiold of soionoo fiction, Tatirasi spolco first, and was 
good for ft T/hilo, but he spoko ovorly long, and strayed far off tho subject, onto his 
non-fan publiontion, TINPLATE, about modol railroads, Terry Carr spoko noxt, commenting 
flrsj[ on Tavarasi's romni-ks, and thon launohod into'a wollAoonstruotod and interesting 
spnooh which had only two faults —' it strayed far, again, from tho subject, and said 
whnt nobody olso on tho panel agrood with, Williok spoko brisfly, but got us back oh 
tho track Taxirasi had strayod from and Carr had forgotten, following TaiU'asi's load,- 
Williok voiood ono statompnt I violently disagrood with^ and that is that tho fans — 
and roadors of fanzines like you and I — aro lousy critics, and that thoir opinions, 
coming from ill-trainod minds., vroro not worth tho paper upon vdiloh they vroro w:--*. 
This was tho first thing I rofutod v/hon I got up to spook, with, tho aii5)lo words ' T .lis- 
agroo with Mr, 'Williok’s last statomonts. Fan- and fanzino roadors aro tho bns+_ ori.-.'.os; 
and this is booauso thoy aro tho roadors — thoy aro tho onos who buy tho pi’oz.inos as 
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well, wad if a proiino printu orud* it is not tho oritos and pros uiho blast ~ no, thoy 
applaud and rdjoioo at tho finding of a now market for thoir formerly unsaloablo orud. 
If is tho fan, tho roadori that tolls that f'onzino lAoro to go, and' it H for tho road- 
ot, tho Fan in tho Stroot, that tho prozino is published,*, and who, by his purohasos, 
dooidos thoir fato," 

1 was noarvous — visibly so, ' and ny words wore oovorod with "jfida*s. But I did malra By 
points, I oould hardly think, and couldn't faoo tho audionoo, TWoroforo, I looked down, 
giving tho sdstakon iraprossion that I was reading ny romarks. Then, when tho miko prove 
to bo too high, having boon olovatod to aoooBiodato tho tall loan fromos of Carr and 
Williok, I dro\T a blank during tho process of IWrering tho item, and drow a blank for 
sovoral sooonds, I rooovorod, not too gracefully, and closed hurriedly, I have hoard 
a tapo of By roBiorks since thon, and'I soobi to havo oobid across O.K,, although tho "Ah" 
-s and tho blank apoilod it a littloi norfc 'to tho oloquonco of Torry Carr, for instonoo 
Although I roooivod a good roooption, I couldn’t shako tho fooling that I*d Biado an asa 
of Bysolf, and said so lator to Coorgo 'Williok, Ho said that ho folt Biuoh tho soaio, but 
his did not show in his spoooh — Bdno did,,. Finally wo wound up with a quostion-and- 
anewor panel discussion. Question* Aro fanzines good training groiaids for profossional 
vnritora.? Answer* a undniaous affomativo to tho question " oould thoy bo," but sobw hosi 
tancios 08 to iriiothor thoy woro at tho Bioawnt, Question* Aro' fanzinos useful as arohr. 
ivoB? Answers* Torry Carr said yes, but oitod an oxaaq)lo vdiioh shovrod that in his un¬ 
derstanding of tho torm "archivo," it was informtion that helped tho writer* In his 
ooso, tho holpful infonoation had boon vn-itton proviously by hiBisolfi in his own fanzine 
and was useful only to hisi. So, I rofutod hiBi on those grounds. Question: Aro fonzinos 
good training grounds for editors? Imswors* Evoryono on tho panel ogrood that thoy woro 
oxoopt jto; I disagreed, noting that fanddd, laoro than any other oditor-typos, tond to 
ignore tho ooBwonts of tho roadora and other oonstr\iotivo criticism and do What thoy 
want to in spito of ovorything,"Giving Joo Ihann a ^powritor, a BiiEcograph, and sobio 
stonoils, doos not Bako him an editor. Ho can piiblish for years and still turn out 
orud, Booauso ho is a foneditor doos not Bioan that ho knows tho least obout Spelling, 
punctuation, groBBunr, or about stylo or'plotting,"(In lOHAfiE all oritioisBis aro oon- 
sidorod and BKxny usod ~ soo CENTAT3E 7|fl, KAIEIDOSCOH! MIRs 5 and 4 for oxaa^ilos), 
SaM oallod thoa for doBKwnts trom f ans-turnod-pro, ' Don Wollhoim ogrood goner ally with 
tho ponolj Frod Pohl, later, Biodo it oloar that ho, too, sow things ovir way, but Los-' 
tor Dol Roy attacked all of our oommonts as ridiculous, dOBinod us for our conclusions, 
and said that fanzines word good only for local gossip and nows, and that any other 
atijributod uso was hogwashj and that thoy contribute and oontributod nothing to tho 
field, only to tho ogos of tho fonods. Those and other Dol Roy ooEononts oallod for an 
iBBsodiato refutation, and his oaso oould havo boon easily picked apart with concroto 
ovidonoo at tho disposal of all tho moribors of tho panel, Yot SaM thon B«ido his ono 
and only Bdstolco as obcoo of tho con, by imnodiatoly disEdssing tho'panel without giv¬ 
ing any'of us any ohonoo for rebuttal. This made tho panel very B«d, but wo could'do 
nothing, Yot tho Dol Roy outbiarst stands on rooord, thanks to this curt disBdssal, as 
tho suporior group of statoBwnts through tho virtuo of being logical on tho surfaoo. 
Hone of it was wholly truoj his fonziiw ooEinents woro ontiroly falso, Yot,,,wo had no 
ohonoo to say this, 

Noxt on'the program was Guost of Honor Frod Pohl’s spoooh. Ho was short, but vary ontor- 
taining, saying nothing in particular, but saying it fascinatingly, and came out with 
tho bit of nows that ho ims tho DoBiooratio candidate for Coronor in his county. (As of 
this writing, I don’t know if ho won or not). Tho body of tho talk was jrofuting tho 
figures brou^t out by tho fonod panol. Tho major point of tho panel was that only ono 
true profossional (Torry Carr) and 8 artists havo risen to thoir position in prodom 
from tho ranks of fans in tho lost 5 yoars. Ridiculous, said Pohl, editor of GALAXY 
and IF. Tho statoBient was plainly rofutod with those facts* IP will contain, for tho 
roBviindor of tho yoar, at least, dt least 1 story oaoh issuo by a noiT writer — most 
of thon rising from tho fan ranksA that ho has piablishod lii*rally hxmdrods of now 
authors, and fully 9/lOths come from fondoBi, Tho panel, I think, was fooling a bit bot- 
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tor txftor this oainont professional took a brief stab at Dol Roy's roianrks, Pohl also 
said that ho’s mado a policy of prosonting novf, novor-piiblishod witors in IF — thus 
broadening a horotoforo tight path to prodom by oncota-aging slush-pilo contributors 
ffloro than tho solicited manuscript,,. On fanaino contribution to tho field, hewovor, 
ho thought it significant that tho Hugo-winning fanaino of last yoar was Koiig)'s TIHO 
KILLED SP, 

Noxt a brook, at which time I had a ooko with tho ITillioks, TTo discussed sovoral 
things ~ mostly how lousy wo woro on tho panel and lotting out our wrath against SoM 
(in tho privacy of tho drug-storo) for cutting tho ponol when it was just getting in- 
torosting, xaso discussed vfdro sovoral of tHo truo "nuts" of tho field, particularly 
thoso I/ho Shall Not Bo Nanod But Initialed — A.M,,TT,B., and M,D, ...and ovorybody eon 
draw thoir mm conblusions from that. 

Getting back, wo found a haphnaord and not at dll fruitful auction conducted by 
Chris Mosoowita, Then SaM got tho slide projector up, and wo woro shown almost 90 draw¬ 
ings and paintings of Virgil Finlay — including his latest abstracts ~ with an in- 
torosting oonraontary on tho dovollopmont of Finlay's stylo and his tromondous oaroor, 
by SaM, 

iinothor small brook, ohd then Lostor DqI Roy and Randall Garrott took tho stago, 
supposedly to dobato dowsing, which turnod out to bo tho only subject they didn't do- 
bnto — much to ovoryono's roliof, Garrott talked on tho uso of nagio in what propor- 
tod to bo straight prophetic soidnoo fiction — i,o, things which oontradiotod ECob 
of tho soiontifio thoorios, otc,, such as tho obviously impossiblo fastor-than-light 
drivo,,,ijq?ossiblo by loiown soiontifio lavra and thoorios, Garrott talked at length’on 
his psi stories for Compboll, too, and rovoalod tho truo, and much more aoooptablo, 
ending of C30T LIKE A LIGHT, Which Campbell ordered ohongod to noko Malone a Suporpsi, 
All-in-all, very intorostingi if ovorly long; ovon Dol Roy vras oohoront and logical, 

1 missed a bit of it^ though, whon Official Pioturo-Takor Don Studobakor vrevs disoovor- 
od by Harriot Kolohal: to have taken only 2 pictiaros ~ noithor of tho fonod's panel ~ 
and I was dologatod to got as many shots as possible, I did, but managod to trip over 
sovoral pooplo (sorry, Don Vfollhoim) in tho proooss, IP /JIYONE AT THE LDNii-OON TOOK POtC- 
TDRES OF THE PAN-EDITOR'S Pi’iNEL i’JJD IS Ea'iDEIG THIS, PLEilSE CONTACT ME, 

Thon, tho con broko up, but not before I snared a Dollons original for $5 — a low prio» 
dospito Dollons' artwork being plentiful. Off to Smith's Rostauront wont tho crowd for 
supper. But tho Zoita's woro novdioro in sightl So, I vront on to tho restaurant, oonfid-’ 
ont that they had merely gone to somo other place for dinner, and would rotta^n, Peggy 
Roe MoKnight, howovor, pullod a boner, and vrant with tho orwd over tp tho YJhitoa,and 
kept us waiting after tho Zoita's return for 2 hours ~ although sho novor did show up. 
She wont back by bus, later. Finally, at 8 P.M,, tho Zoita's and I — minus Don, vdio 
was oanying tho paper for this Iffih'ij&E back on tho train, and Poggy Rao, who was in 
Brooklyn (just why did you go to Brooklyn, Poggy?) hoadod back for Philly, From thoro, 

1 was able to hop a subvray, and managed to got, ultimately, to tho Ponn Station, Tho 
train rido homo was unovontful, but whon I caught a cab homo I found that tho day was 
not oomploto as yeti Tho oobbio was asloop vihon I got in, and, still half asloop, man¬ 
aged to hit tvfo parked oars at 2'in tho morning, and likovrilso forgot to turn on tho 
motor. Finally, I did roach homo, and, Woary, sloop, but satisfied. I was in bod by 

2 A.M, Thus ondod tho Lunaoon advontiuro, and I thank you for boaring with ono who is 
not usod to writing such oonvontion chronicles, 

MAY 12-13 SAIT THE DISCLuVB, in Washington, but thi^i was a oonforonoo, not a con, and 
was actually ono big happy two-day two-night pai^y, and so not really enough to report 
on ~ although good fun,,,really good fun, 

NOTES Tho oovor illustration for tho HPL biblio was put on without ny knowlodgo or conson 
NOTE TO ALL READERS OF lintASE — it has oomo to our attention' that pooplo do not road 
colophons, lORAGE is fully proto etc d by oop^'right, and all rights arc reserved in tho 
U,S. and other monhors of tho Dnivorsal Copyrigh-fc Convention, including tho right to 
refuse reprinting of any original piooo to appear in IHRi'JJE in vdiolo or in port with¬ 
out tho permission of both author and nysolf. Jack L, Chalkor/ Thank you, (otd, pago 40 ) 














I was noTor allcrwod to call hor ny nothor and vrhon I did sho vrould boat no. Savago-. 
ly, with all hor obsossod fury ond tho thrashinfis havo loft no vfith both tho nonorios 
and Barkings of hor rago, Yot sho •'tos ny nothor so that in absolute truth I con state 
that I noTor onoo in tho toonty-six years .1 lived Tflth hor had ovon tho ronotost thoiig 
of killing hor — an act which probably, qvon had I tho most dosporato dosiro to oon- 
poso, would havo boon thwartod anyway, for sho slept little, preferring tho slooploss 
londsoapo beyond our nansion to tho droadod nonorios of bod and tho happenings thoroin 
thon, too, on nights after sho had wroakod hor insatiable and oruol tortures upon ry 
porson, oonsoquontly provoking at loast tho notivo for retaliation, I was subsoquontly 
chained to tho danp posts in tho oollor bonoath tho house to ory «aid soroon in uttor 
agony, all to hor full dolight. 

For this, not tho boatings, I hatod horj sinoo it was in tho dark and huge basonont 
that hor non woro, and who in r.iy prosonoo wore in tho nost horrid state possible, noa: 
ly returning to that frantic condition in vAiioh thoy woro whon first inprlsonod. On 
those nights, as ny coating and wraokod nind rooall*, 1 nysolf was no longer hunan# 
but rather a stiff, torrifiod, hopploss donon bound to iron pillars that Tmro slick 
with tho shorpnoss of filed stool and wot with tho liquid of ry swoat-fillod blood. It 
was usually days oftor those ordoals boforo I rooallod anything and tho nany lapses in 
ray nonory boar witness to tho frqquonoy of ny nothor* s (l say it .with cold shuddorings 
still) vongoanoo. But I on sure sho novor hatod no, and, aftorwards, whon hor warpod / 
and bittor soul was in its noorost proximity to humanity, I fool oortain sho pitted no 
with at least tho fundonontal relationship of creator to oroatod. At thoso tinos, thouf 
it sooiaa in oontradition to the fooling statod obovo, and nost llkoly do to tho fact 
that it was tho barest and only fom of kindnosa I over know, I actually carod for hor 
ond would have undoubtedly dofondod hor should tho angry and rovongoful boings inpris- 
onod bolow havo osoapod sonohow and cone hungrily sooking hor, 

Indood, in thoso nononts sho was but a stop fron wonanhood, ond tho rocolloction of 
“thoso briof hours fortify tho bulwark of ny fov; and isolntod patches of happiness and 
hope, though that is a tom which has little and probably inoorroot nooning to no both 
now and in tho tine that sho was alivo. For it \ms only tho hopo of torriblo vongoanco 
which donandod that ny nothor live. 


It was during thoso briof periods of restraint and near consclontiousnoss that I ro. 
ooivod tho fundanontal inoontivo toward knowledge, It should bo obvious that ti^jo and 
its UBos woro bountiful things, leaving no a virtual wealth of ninutos to pursw ny in. 
torosts which ovon in ny outr6 surroundings woro oxistont. For thoso oonoorns I 
havo ry nothor to thank, for it was sho who, in hor collootod and nonr-sano wntolity, 
introduood no to thoso intorosts vdiioh sho horsolf onoo pursued boforo hor 
nnr^ suoh tts It novf Trtis. Sho had what I suppose was a beautiful voioo, for, although I 
had novor tho opportunity, for ootq)arison among wonon vocalists, tho occasions whon tho 
fton woro in tho house woro often ones in which sho sang. This, I havo no do^t, was 
tho protoxt under which many of thon woro induced to oono: nothor lurod thon into 
tho donioilo of an oldorly and oooontrio wonon for tho purpose of displaying thoir pod- 
antio aptitudes — a shovr which was to bo thoir farowoll appoaranoo. Singing did strong 
things to hor and it is with tho wottist of chills.that I rooall tho vlbront, high,* 
pitched, exultant notes that rang fron tho depths of tho oollor oftor on affair had 
boon oonplotod. 


Ilors also was a fanatic lovo of pootry and ofton in tho dim shadows of tho groat 
room that faood tho grovo and laoadoVf boforo our house I sat in silonoo listening to tho 
intrioato and floating rhythms fron hor dowy throat. Thoso sconos are thoso first in 
ty mindj tho naasivo room vd.th tho faiwoff coiling, drapod irtth tho plush, dusty cur¬ 
tains} tho ogod oak pnnollng which surroundod a thick, nattod carpot that sank and 
Bwollod under a passing foot; tho wide, higo windovfs that juttod out of tho house's 
•Ido ond ^apod like hugos lonsos at tho groon oountrysidoj tho soft, staoatto voioo of 
mother roading vorso fron hor poots ~ hor lovoliost of non. To hor, thoy woro hor non. 
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Haw cloarly I rononbor tho soft lispincs haGGord'frarao as tho words and an- 

ologios wore borno into tho stalo air of that old, loathor-chairod ohoxibor# Tho soft, 
sonsitivo sinilos that oaucht at hoart-atrinGs and hold then and pullod,,.until they 
should snap and drip blood and toars of lovolinoss... 

Such OGO how boautifull 0 lady bright, 

V/hoso nortal linoancnts soon all rofinod 

By favoring Nature and a saintly nind... 

Perhaps hor favorite was Hhitmon, that strnnGo oaso of lonolinoss and dissatisfact¬ 
ion. How cloarly I still onn soo tho noamoss to ecstasy in vdiioh sho booano onrapt- 
urod whon oonfrontod with those powerful linos: 

I know I an doathloss, 

I know this order of nine cannot bo swept by a 
oarpontor's oonpass, 

I know I shall not pass like a child's carlacuo 
out with a burnt stick at nicht. 

I hove no trouble supposing that for within hor sho longed for ono night with hirv, 
one rapturo-fillod dorknosa of bod lovo from which sho night arise fulfillod and por- 
poot. Possibly ovon, sho inaginod horsolf child to that "fioroo old nothor of ttxo 
bard of hunonity. Sho lovod pootry and song and thoir boauty which vastly oonplinont- 
od hors. For although I have not nontionod it boforo, ry nothor was dronatically boaij- 
tifull So moh groator tho contrast. Ilor olothos woro ugly and hor nind hldoous, and 
It is for ono thing alono that I avio hor thanks — sho sowod tho ripo sood of tho qyxos^ 
for knowlodgo, I still so quost. On vrarn days, of which there wore nony in tho valley, ; 
it was ^vith vast pleasure that I walked beyond sight of tho house and into tho long 
noadews, Tho house itself was huge and of tho type found atop oraggy hills, storing 
boastfully into nountainous ohasns and valloys. But our house was nostlod within a ring 
of smll doaod hills, tho sides of which ran liko snooth nats upwards into a low-slung 
sky, Tho houao, fron on top of tho hills, appoarod liko a dirty and shorp jowol, jutt¬ 
ing spiko-liko out of tho vorduro and highor than tho swaying willows vhioh built low 
Eilnarots aorund tho towers of tho gothic struoturo. Occasionally, in tho evening, bo¬ 
foro tho sun had sot, wo would walk in that groon softness and inhalo tho nisty frag- 
ronoo of life and hor boautios, though those oonoopts woro strange onos, surely, I oor- 
tainly rononbor tho tall broach of troos that faood us as wo started into tho yard of 
uncut grassosj it was a wall of hanging vogotation that dofiod tho stars and hoavons 
and dropped smll loaves into tho shallwT pond that ran, ponoil-liko, through thosuln 
tho dusk that sottlod into tho valloy at thoso twilight hours tho troos stood out liko 
shadowy sontinola, rigidly silhouottod against a gray soa of sky. They appoarod lonoly^ 
not having nastorod that rovoront bliss of solitude that is isolation, and ■trtion tho 
noon finally had risen, casting iidiito nolodios and filling tho valloy with splendor, 
■Uwy lookod tragic. 

It was after ono of thoso night walks that tho most vivid — praotioally visual — 
Is^rossions of ry nothor* s irrath romins. I daresay that I was an onotional being, al- 
thoxigh not usually prono to toarsj yot I suffice to pload tho doop and profound fooling 
which ront ry frano following ty nothor*a readings, or,on strikingly beautiful nights, 
a walk outside tho house whon it booano lost and wrapped in hanging, vino-liko willow 
bronchos. Birds lived in tho troos, and probably othor animls thoroabouts, but of 
thoso I was unawaro at tho tlno, Efvon tho wingod oroaturos whoso notos so thrillod no 
woro usually lost in tho gronduor of high-thrown boughs and pillarod trunks and woro 
soldon outstanding in ry nind, but on occasion it was so. Having a particularly rofrosh« 
ing walk, I was on oonplotion nunnifiod in felicitous joy. 

It was in this state I doignod to express ry affection ond oall hor llothorl 

■Rhat ohongos wrought thonsolvos across hor faoo which had booono so glowingly awaro 
to hor aurroundingsl It was as if a blunt knifo had boon drawn across hor foaturoa. 
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awakoniac tho soro passions that had so flootlngly rooossod insido hor tvfistod con- 
seiousnoBS. It was a diro nonont for no, and to tho blasting surgo of oursos too pro- 
fano to nontion I was pulled and whipped across tho shadowy fields toward tho houso 
vdiioh now appoarod a gaping, rod-raistod doraon, tronulous in tho anticipation of that 
which was to onsuB. Tho sky was closing in as clouds appoarod ovor tho houso and tho 
walk back to tho grounds, ohokod and writhing in their roots, was filled with tho mock- 
orios of whipporrwills. 

It was days and possibly longer fcftoiwards that aworonoss roturnod and I awoko sit¬ 
ting in tho huge roon, ny nothor reading to no, a stupofiod and unporcoiTing nudionoo, 
fron hor favorite of poots# I tittorod and sat dully, confusos and disoriontatod, whilo 
tho sight danood through rsy brain and rocollootion roturnod, Thon, when it roturnod, 
and tho terrors woro ronowod in ny laind, I lopt fron ny scat and stood glaring at hor 
vdio sat oalnly, ovon poaoofully, in hor hugo brown chair insido tho frarao of ono win¬ 
dow, I stood, ooworing insido nysolf, and not hor fearful garo which now silonood no 
and forced mo into a chair to stifle ny rent passions, frooing thon to swoll and burn 
within no. On this day tho pootry was nothing, for it vras tho sharp and focused knowl- 
odgo of tho last torture which had filled no, 

Tho droad of that last ordoall TJio heinous, sploon-turning horror of that night in 
tho noor past shook tho fibros of ny wook boingl Tho straight, dooply ponotratlng gazo 
of hor who looked at no fron passive — ovon, apparently friendly ~ cyosl It was too 
nuoh, and began tho oharado of soonos before ny inward oyo. 

nothor’s haranguo had boon but .a wind throvigh Inciovablo cliffs in oor^arison to 
tho tirade of punishaont which was nlno onoo wo roaohod tho houso. It would bo of lit- 
tlo noooBsity to dolvo into detail to 0015)080 an orderly orrongonont of facts; to re¬ 
late tho torture ny body ondurod ~ tho bruto pounding of fists flung in stark angor 
and hatrodi tho kicks, hard and woll-alnodj tho ripping, scourging clawing vrfiioh ushor- 
od forth rivors of blood fron a rippod franoj tho shoor, unlnaginablo ddspair and foor 
which I siistainod whilo being boaton and stor^jod upon ond pomoatod throughout with 
tho EBnlaoal gruntings — not and yot nearly — laxightor. Oh God, tho nonory of hor 
glowing oyosj oyos which nearly flonod rod as tho ii:5>riBonod unfortunates in tho col- 
lor, to frtion I would presently go to bo ohainod and lashod and loft in dospoilod dark* 
noss to sook out tho oondlo-l’iko tabomaolos fron which onanatod tho proof of hor pro- 
niaouous indulgenoos, though that is stating it nildly. And tho lashing that night was 
noro hatoful than nost, for it was not ofton that I called hor Uothor, I roooivod scars 
that night which ronaln indelibly inprossod ovor countless others tmd to this day to- 
part palnfiJl horn’s ond soro-fillod nonorios, 

I was not present for tho following horrors and shall actually bo relating tho ovonts 
which 1 havo soon happen in other instances, Pron those orstwhilo oxporionoos, I fool 
an odd noto of gladness that I was absent fron tho proooodings, for ty nothor’s attack* 
%lroady catalyzed through no, nus¥ suroly havo boon unlnaginably dononio. So on with 
tho diaporsal of thoso facts which I havo boon nost likoly siiboonciously oonooaling 
thus far in this record, I proy to contain ty sanity — hoping it is still nine to con¬ 
tain — Tdiilo I onoo nord dolvo into thoso ovonts, boing an actual and outstandisig 
particular in ry life. 

Aftor ry nothor had finished mo, a nan om» to tho houso, and hor gloatings mdo 
plain hor ovil thoughts. They ran true to fom, Ify nothor’s honor tiust havo boon at 
awosono heights, for whon I first sturiblod out of ny stupor to find rysolf chained to 
tho stooly pillars, I was ahookod beyond dosorlption, Thoro, not noro than two stops 
fron ny drooping hoad, was tho latest of tho writhing, tapor-liko prisons* a noat, 
sturdy pyronid of bonos Tdiieh roaohod about twolvo inches into tho gloon of tho fotid 
oollor, Tho bonos woro thoso of hor latest viotin. It was a Tfitohly tochniquo of hors. 
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and one whtoh I Imow thoroughly, for aho had.no qunlna about dlBouaalng It irtth no ond 
actually took prldo in bo doing — although tho roaaon for It was novor olonr. Inside 
squimod tho inpaithliko rod glovf which, I know, was tho taprisonod soul. Within tho 
sopulohor of his ovm bonoa, tho nurdorod nan was doonod to spend his otor*nal days, not 
ovon to bo frood when tho bonos should dooay into nothingness ~ for.whqn happen¬ 
ed, a strongo and unusual bird-liko thing (according jso ry nothor) dorourod Uio rod- 
dish lifo-foroo, doprivdng then at last of tho froodon of otorniiy, Kantastio, undoxibt- 
odly, but true and in torns of all tho other happonings — boliovablo, ovon if horri¬ 
bly diabolical. It was ny aothor’s vongoonoo on all non, croaturos when sho hatod and 
hatod and hatod, Yot sho nust havo roaliaod that it was not ny fault but roally hors 
if anyone’s that I vms mlo, and it tos probably this that saved no fron sinilar onds. 

Had tho hours following ny boating and oonsoquont pillory in that dank, nalodorous 
basonont run tho somo to other oasos to which I was vritnoss, they would run somothing 
liko this* tho nan had eallod at tho house — bo ho trox^) or salosnon is inoonsoquon- 
tal — not having boon lurod thoro ■under tho already ostablishod pretext of nusical 
talonts (thoro had hardly boon tine), l^r nothor invariably invited thon to stay, and, 
aftor an oxooptionally fino dinner, began hor play of mgnifioont chom. It was a por- 
forennoo that should bo soon to bo approoiatod. It ms a seduction any non, bo ho bog- 
gar or bishop, could not resist. It was a classic intorpotation of tho pewors of wonon 
over Min, and undoniablo proof of tho strings of oxistonoo sho nanipulatos abovo his 
head, ly nothor’s boauty, when loosed of hor ragged clothing, was only port of tho shew* 
— tho prop, you nl^t say — and it ms hor polished chnm which roally turned tho 
act from a lusty oonody into a subtle ■tragody. For, just at tho nonont vdion tho nalo 
night subnit to hor adroit pronisotdty, sho struokl 

It was usually with a knifo, thin and long-handlod, which sho usod deftly. Insort¬ 
ing to tho applause of a twistod grin into his whiskoy-fod bolly or slightly bolow, 
Yfithdrowing it with a quick, corkscrew notion. This injured no bonos, which was very 
nooQSsary for tho construction of that devilish pyraaid vdiioh was to toko tho place of 
hor hatoful vongofulnoss, Aftor this debauchery and while life still principally ro- 
nainod, tho real ploasuros began. And lot it bo knovm that sorrow ■will bo otomally 
w-tpn for not being a party to tho feast which followed. It was another of tho raro 
ploasuros that filled ny life — tho devouring of flosh and tissuo in an ecstasy of 
wino-liko blood, Thot night it was jiist further rovongo on hor part over no, and I 
waited deprived of any satisfaction of appotito. 

Now boar in that this is all oonjooturo in regard to tho last act of ny nothor, 
I first booono awnro of its outoono when tho broa'th of oonoiousnoss stirred in tho flat 
air of tho oollor and tho torriblo struoturo of bonos stood boforo no, its occupant 
flitting in naddoning designs to and fro as thoy so often did when first mdo owaro 
of tholr ghastly plight. Perhaps tho full foar lay in tho fact that idion I first gasod 
from ry blood-strookod and danagod faoo at tho being, tho rod soul had rison into tho 
which ny nothor placed above tho pile of bodiless bonos and stood glaring at mo 
from hollow oyc-sockots, ari effect tidiich nearly took ny life. And suddenly I hoard 
fron nowhoro ~ and yet, ovorywhoro — a torriblo soroochingi tho sound of tho bird- 
■ fch-fnQ; was in ny oars for tho first tinn, although tho reason for it I know not, I ro- 
sunod oohoronoy seated in that plush roon to tho tuno of ay nothor’s readings.,. 

Today ny no'thor is doad, and hor death was as inoxplioablo as hor life had boon,It 
began with tho hard knock at tho front door. In anticipation of a now nan, I stayed 
back in ny roon, listening until tho tiiao should bo right for no to take ty plaoo at 
tho Foast, But this was not to bo. I could not soo tho nan fron ry doorway, but I could 
hoar him plainly, 

"So, yo wouldst first dofy tho Master by havin’ a htsaan son by that nisorablo wrotch 
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Fai*ailay, though why after what ho dene to jro is hoyond rae, BVon the Coyon yo wast ox- 
pollodf and fron the Master*s InTlluonoos wore yo barred^ lost yo shouitdst saorlfioo 
the child to Ito of tho Outer Dpjpknoas. Ayol And yor brain, ti'd-stod as it woro by that 
flondish Faraday — nay ho ohoVo on his harp-strings — pursued yor noodloss vongoanoo 
upon tho hunon folk, Joppordisin* tho Sooiotyl And yo dnro yot to uso tho Forbiddon 
T/ords of tho liastor to wrook your childish vongoanoo I" Tho voioo was old and orookily, 
yot it "booEiod out with groat foroo aucl gavo tho Jx^rossion of iEuaonso powor* And then 
ho yollod in a torriblo voioo at hor, "UOTIlERl Ifchl Yo darod to defy tho IJastor onoo 
-- and for that yo wast oxpollod and oondonnod with yor illogal broodl Yot yo hast 
darod uso tho Forbiddon tlord in dofianoo of tho iiastor hissolf I Arghl Ya sothuto vi 
llatitrosl" ti'ith this quoor chant there oono a loud nadDlo, and in tho runhlo voices, 
hidoous boyond description, boorwd out in answer, spooking Vfords that awakonod in im 
groat rovulsion and foor, and I soroanod and flod through tho nearest doorway,., tho 
doorway to that aocarsod oollorl I ran down tho stops in a blind fronzy* and sought a 
groat pillar, which I hid behind whlrgiorihg softly, not daring to oven look up, lost 
I bo foood with that rooEi‘s ovm horrors. And then, suddenly, i hoard a noieo,..a soft, 
joufflod padding ~ footsteps I Sonoono was doconding thd oollor stair I 

1 poorod out froti iry hiding plooo, as nuoh in wondor and o\a*iesity as in foor. But 
1 was not propardd for tho sight that mot ny oyos, Thoro, in tho archway, a figure 
swayed drunkonly, attonpting to braoo itsolf by outstrooting its arns to pross against 
both walls. Its block hair writhod as if oaoh strand wor'o a snokoi its faoo was horri¬ 
ble, tho skin flaking off and rovoaling tho skull bonoath; tho flosh irTOs virtually 
nolting fron its arns and logs, rovoaling oloan, white bono but nothing olso. Abd I 
knmT, from tho tattorod clothing and tho bits, of flosh that still rominod, that this 
was ny own, onoo-boautiful mother vdip .stood thoro. 

Suddenly, thoro was a noiso, and I ■vratohod in horrible, half-numbod fascination as 
tho flguro turned towards a dark spot in tho basomontond omittod a horriblo, inhuman 
soroom. How long will it toko to purge tho horrors of thoso fow nomonts from ny tor¬ 
tured brainT For, out of that dark and darg) corner, eamo a shadov/ — Just a shadow ~ 
of tho horriblo oroaturo Tdioso sound so imitated that of a largo bird, Tho forms woro 
booonlng noro distinct, I scroanad at tho half-formod blosphoty, and tho,figure upon 
stairs soroanod with mo, X passed into a dolayod, but still moroiful, oblivion, 

V/hon I awoke, I know that sonothing was wrong, I looked about, and saw that, whilo 
tho torriblo pyramids ronainod, thoro was no roddish glow in any, Tho souls of hor 
poor victims had gono. And upon tho stair was tho groatost sorrow that I havo over 
known ~ tho lifoloss, horribly mutilated and dooayod body of tho oroaturo that had 
boon ry mother, and had mot hor ond in a most fitting monnor. And yot,,.. 

It vjas with a hoavy hoart and toor-ladon oyos that I bogon mounting tho stairway to 
that now empty houso abovo,,. 

,.,,,,.John Posta 


L. SPRAGUE doCAMP, FRITZ LEIBER...just'two names, though very familiar ones to lovors 
of fantasy and solonoo fiction. Two fine non, who havo joinod tho legions wishing to 
pay tribute to a groat man — Clark Ashton Smith, IN ffillORIAMt CLARK ASHTON SMTII will 
bring you ovor BO pagos, filled with information ooncorning that supurb writer, now so 
undosorvodljt obsouro, lbnoirs,,,oritiquos',..bibliographios, plus sterling oxomplos of 
tho goniuB of tho nan hinsolf with a long out of print Smith wolrd, plus loads of Siritl 
pooms from his rarest pootry collootlons, Illustratod, Order now —limltod nuriborl 53, 




NOTES ON STUROEON 


IT HAS BTg™ STATED THAT in oosimonting on tho ability of an author to tell a good story, 
hla best story should bo criticised and not his worst. Most authors shw considerable 
variiHSn in the quality of their tales} it would not be oorreot to Judge any of thorn 
by their worst productions. Thus in oonsidoring Sturgeon as a story teller I will con¬ 
fine ray remarks to but one story — but one which is constantly being referred to as a 
very noted horror tale. This is titled K and oan be found in the Stwgeon collection 
of tales WITHOUT SORCERY, In the preface, Ray Bradbury says of this bale, ft is in¬ 
credible, an mask of a story, written in a black refrigerator at two to the 

raorntog." Sturgeon writes,"! was feeling so good that I took what ^ “ 

at the moment and got rid of them to one pure splash of putresenoe. It was very easy 

to do at the time and I wish I could do it again," 

At various gatherings of readers. Sturgeon is always recalled as the author of 
this SoS^^^all, exSt ..Yselfi agree that it is a ve^ fine tale °nd can be ^o^ht 
of as tops to the horror class. When I differ with them they look at me aaJS I wre 
abnormal, perhaps not feeble-minded but certainly a most peculiar person who oould 
not see the real beauty in a tala whose perfection is so easily discerned. 

One of the most important features to a good story is its illusion of ro^i^,!* 
may bo like a Jog saw puzzle with a number of pieces that are oddly shaped, but 

must finally fit together so that a perfect picture is formed without cm piece left 

out, A story may bo like a number of strings of various colors.and lengths, but they 
oan be tied together, rolled to a ball, and oon be then placed to a librwy. If, how¬ 
ever, the story has some iron pipes, long sticks of wood in addition to the strings, 
it oimot be tied together and made into a ball. Thus, no matter herw bizarre or unus¬ 
ual a story is, it must not contain any oontradiotions. When the reader so^s the storji 
for the first time, ho must believe it, later ho may say that it is is^ossible, but 
ha should be able to accept it when he first reads it no matter how peculiar a story 
it may be. 

Sturgeon starts the story It with the description of ^ 
was never born, but it existed. It grew but was 

is oontradiotory. Ho asks us immediately to accept impossibilities. How con anything 
exist without being bom or to some way oroatodT Only living things ~ how could 

it do so if it was not alive in some way? Ho continues the descriptions It was lu^ 
ed, crusted with some hateful substance — pieces of it dropped off writhing ^d still¬ 
ed ahd lay prutresent to the forest loam," And yet not too much toter -toe author will 
tall us that this mass Tsas formed around the skeleton of a dead man and that the mons¬ 
ter’s shape was humanl 

Wo try to visualize this monster. Evidently it is a mass of dough-like matter cov¬ 
ering a skeleton. Parts of the dough drop off when the oroaturo scrapes against a tree, 
and whan the surface dries, it flakes. The monster has only two ^ts - bones. Md the 
oovortog dough. Thoro are no muscles, there is no heart or circulatory syston« Thoro is 
a skull but no brain or nervous system. And yet on tho first page Sturgeon 
it has "strength and groat intolligonoo," This fantasy is not based on wg; roal-.'.f::^,: jie 
is asking 4s to boliovo that thoro exists a monster who is ablo to walk and is very 
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•twjng yot has no musoloallt is oxtromoly intolligont, yot it has no brainX The roador 
tries to aooopt the oxistonoo of suoh a being, but can not understand it. 

Sturgeon supports his statement of strength by telling how this monster behaves. 

It taloes a young sapling and tears it into pieoosi it picks up a frosen field oreaturo 
and crushes it in his hand to a blo«id5r pulp. It fights a hunting dog and crushes its 
skull vdth one blow of its handg it raises a little girl by her pigtail and holds her 
up in the air. It fights and kills a i»n. In the course of a few hours It acoomplishos 
feats •which would tax an atholote. It does all this with bare.hands that are nothing 
but bones covered ■wi'fch dough so soft "that particles of it drop off just from ■fcho Tibro<» 
tion of its walklngl 

During it’s short life it is constantly thinking, wondering about the dark night 
and -the dawn of day. It tried to understand ■bhe dog, the little girl, -fcho man it kill¬ 
ed after ho had shot at it. It worries about life and about death. It does all •this 
wi^Hiout a brain. 

At last it falls in^to a s^tream and lies -there while the wa-ter washes -the dough 
from the skele-ton. It keeps on thinking, and says* "I am grmving smaller. Soon the part 
of me -that thinks will bo gone, I will stop thinking and I will stop being and, that 
too, is an interesting -thing." 

Without even a tiny brain, the mons-tor is now a philosophorl 

Finally, only -the skeleton of -the mons-ter remains, /uJ -the covering is removed from 
the bones -the monster says that it cannot unders-tand lifei oomrersely, wo ean*t imdor- 
s-bond the monsterX His is a most curious oonblnation of contradictions and outright ink. 
possibilities. This story irritates hb because I believe -that Sturgeon is too good an 
aitthor -to ooB^wse suoh a -bale, Bradbury -terms -the story "inoreditablo," He certainly 
describes it correctly. To ms it is no-thing more than poor mood writing in which many 
of -the cardinal prlnoiili.s of stoxTr--tolling ore ei-ther discarded or ignored, 

...David H, Kellor,M.D, 
Jan. 16, 1960 


THE DISILLUSIONllEHT ^ 

TJhat foar has doa-bh, 

Whon the Sons of Man aro Cravont 

TJhy should -bho Chalioo bo bi-btor 
If -bho Mass is not said? 

How shall tho priests oomnit Saorilodgo 
If none is faithful? 


I ask. 

Why plight a -tro-bh 

^flion -tho Biblo is a book of rhymos? 

Is -tho Murdor of Sa-tan 
A Sin? 

...C. Jon DoClos 






INTO THE GRANITE CITY OF TELOTH vrwidsrad th# youth, vino-orownad, his yallow hair 
glistening with myrrh and his purple robe torn with briers of the mountain Sidrak that 
lies across the antique bridge of stone. The men of Taloth are dark and stern, and 
dwell in square houses, and with frowns they asked the stranger whence he had come and 
what were his name and fortune. So the youth answered* 

"I am Iranon, and come from Aira, a far city that I recall only dimly but seek to 
find again* I am a singer of songs that I learned in the for city, and my calling is 
to make beauty with the things remembered of childhood. % wealth is in little memor¬ 
ies and dreams, and in hopes that I sing in gardens when the moon is tender and the 
West-wind stirs the lotus-buds." 

Whan the men of Teloth hoard these things they whispered to one another; for thoug. 
in the granite city their is no laughter or song, the stern men sometimes look to the 
Karthian hills in the spring and think of the lutes of distant Oonai whereof travellers 
have told. And thinking thus, they bade the stranger stay and sing in the square before 
the Tower of Mlin, though they liked'not the colour of his tattered robe, nor the myrrh 
in his hair, nor his chaplet of vine-leaves, nor the youth in his golden voice. At eve¬ 
ning Iranon sang, and while he song an old man prayed and a blind man said he saw a nim 
bus over the singer's head. But most of the men of Taloth yawned, and some laughed, and 
some went away to sleep; for Iranon told nothing useful, singing only his memories, 
his dreams, his hopes. 


THE QUEST OF IRANON, by H.P. Loveoraft. Copyright 1943 by August Derleth and Donald 
Wandrei for BEYOND THE WALL OF SLEEP. Copyright 1947 by August Derleth and Donald Wond- 
rai. By permission of Arkham House, and the estate of H.P. Loveoraft, 






Tho Quost of Iranon 
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"I romsntoor the tirilight, the moon, and soft songs, and tho window ^ore I was 
rooked to sloop. And through tho window was tho stroot wdioro tho golden lights came, 
and whero tho shadows danced on houses of mnrhlo. I romombor tho 8<iuaro of ^onup-c 
on the floor, that was not like any other light, and tho visions that d^ood in ^lo 
moonboeuns whon ny mother song to mo. And too I romombor the sun of morning a- 

hove the many-oolourod hills in summor, and tho swootnoss of flowers bon® on tho south 
wind that made tho troos sing. 

"0 Aira, oity of morblo and beryl, hew many oro thy boautiost Hw I 
and fragrant groves across tho hyaline Nithra, and tho falls of ^o 
od through tho vordhnt valleyl In those grovos and in that valo 
ths for one anothor, and at dusk I droamod strange drooms 

mountain as I saw bolow mo tho lights of tho oity, and tho curving Nithra roflooting a 
ribbon of stars, 

"And in tho oity woro palaces of voinod and tinted morblo, with golden 
painted walls, and groon gardens with ooruloan pools and o^stal fountains, O^n I 
playod in tho gardens and wadod in tho pools, and lay and droamod amo^ tho palo flow- 
ora undor tho troos. And somotimoa at sunsot I would climb tho long hilly str^t to 
tho oitadol and tho opon plaoo, and look down upon Aira, tho magio oity of marble and 
boryl, splendid in a robo of goldon flamo. 

"Long havo I missed thoo, Aira, for I was but young v/hon wo wont into oxiloj but 
my father was thy King and I shall oomo again to thoo, for it is so doorood of Fato, 
A.11 through sovon lands havo I sojjght thoo, and somoday I shall roign ovor thy grovos 
ond gardens, thy stroots and palaoos, and sing to men who shall know whoroof I sing, 
ond laugh not nor turn away. For I cun Iranon, vdio was a Prinoo in Aira, 

That night tho mon of Toloth lodged tho stronger in a stable, and in tho morning 
on nrohon oomo to him and told him to go to tho shop of Athok tho oobblor, and bo ap- 
prontiood to him. 

"Bit I am Iranon, a singor of songs," ho said, "and havo no heart for tho cobbler* 


"All in Toloth must toil," ropliod tho orchon, "for that is tho law, Thon 
Iranoni "IJhoroforo do yo toUj is it not that yo may live and bo happy? Ivnd ^ yo toil 
only that yo may toil moro, whon shall happiness find you? Yo toil to live, 
lifo made of boauty and song? And if yo suffer no singors among you, whoro «^11 1x5 ’“‘O 
fruits of your toil? Toil without song is liko a wonry journoy without on ond, Woro not 
doath moro pleasing?" But tho arohon was sullon and did not undorstond, and robukod tho 
strongor. 


"Thou art a strango youth, and I liko not thy faoo or thy voioo. Tho words thou 
spookost oro blasphomy, for tho gods of Toloth havo said that toil is good. Our gods 
havo promisod us a havon of light beyond death, whoro thoro shall bo rost without ond, 
and crystal ooldnoss amidst which nono shall vox his mind with thought or his oyos 
with boauty. Go thou thon to Athok tho oobblor or bo gone out of tho oity by sunsot. 
All horo must sorvo, and song is folly," 


So Iranon wont out of tho stable and walked ovor tho narrow stono stroots botwoon 
tho gloony squnro houses of granite, Booking something groon, for all was of stono. On 
tho facos of mon woro frowns, but by tho stono ombonkmont along tho sluggish rivor Zuro 
sat a young boy with sad oyos gasing into tho wators to spy groon budding bronchos vnish 
od down from tho hills by tho froshots. And tho hoy said to him: 
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"Art thou not indood ho of vdiom tho orohons toll* who sookost a for oity in a 
fair land? I am Ramnod, and born of tho blecfd Of Toloth, but am not old'in tho ways 
of tho gronito oity, and yoam daily for thw warm groros and tho distant lands of 
boauty and song. Boyond tho Korthion hills lioth Oonai, tho oity of lutos and d^.noing, 
which mon whisper of and say is both lovoly and torriblo. Thithor would I go wo»’o I 
old onoughold enough to find tho way, and thithor shouldst thou go and thou wouldst 
sing and have mon liston to thoo. Lot us loavo tho oity of Toloth and faro togothor 
among tho hills of spring. Thou shalt show mo tho ways of travel azid I will attend thy 
soBgs at ovoning whoh tho stars ono by ono bring drooms to tho minds of droamors. And 
paradvonturo it may bo that Oonai tho oity of lutos and donoing is ovon tho fair Aira 
thou sookost, for it is told that thou hast not known Aira sinoo old days, and a nomo 
ofton ohongoth. Lot ■As go to Oonai, 0 Iranon of tho golden head, whoro mon shall^know 
our longings and wolcomo us as brothers, nor over laugh or frovm at what wo say. And 
Iranon answorodt 

"Bo it so, small onoi if any in this stono plaoo yoora for boauty ho amst sook 
tho mountains and boyond, and I would not loavo thoo to pino by tho sluggish Zuro.But 
think not that dolight and undorstan4ing dwell just across tho Korthian hills, or in 
any spot thou const find in d day's, or a year's, or a lustrum's journey, Bohold, whon 
I was small like thoo I dwelt in tho valloy of Narthos by tho frigid Xari, whoro mono 
would listen to ny'droarasi and I told mysolf that whon oldor 1 would go to Sinara on 
tho southern slopo, and sing to smiling dromodory-mon in tho markot plwob. But whon I 
wont to Sinoro I found tho dromodory-mon all drunkon and ribald, and sow that tholr 
songs wore not as mino, so I travollod in a bargo down' tho Xari to onxy-wallod Joron, 
And tho Boldiors at Joron laughed at mo and dravo mo out, so that I wandorod to many 
other oitioB, I have soon Statholos that is holovf tho groat oataraot, and havo gasod 
on tho marsh whoro Sornath onoo stood, I havo boon to Thraa, Ilamok, and Kadathoron, 
on tho winding river Ai,ohd havo dwelt long in OlathoS in tho land of Lomor < But though 

I have had listeners somotimos, they havo ovor boon fow, and I know that woloomo shall 

wait mo only in Aira, tho city of marblo' and boryl whoro »y father onoo ruled as King, 
So for Aira shall wo sook, though it woro woll to visit distant and luto-blossod Oonai 

aoross tho hills, -(rtiioh may Indood bo Aira, though I think not, Aina's boauty 

is past imagining, and nono oan toll of it without rapturo, whilst of Oonai tho onmol- 
drivors whispor looringly," 

I At tho sunsot Ironon and small Ramnod wont forth from Toloth, and for long wnador- 
od omidst tho groon hills and oool forests, Tho way was rough and ebsouro, and novor 
did they soom noaror te Oonai, tho oity of lutos and danoingjbut in tho dusk as tho 
stars oomo out Iranon would sing of Aira and its boautios and Ramnod would liston, so 
that thoy woro both happy, after a fashion, Thoy ato plentifully of fruit and rod bor- 
rios, and morkod not tho passing of time, but many years must havo slipped away. Small 
Ramnod was now not so small, and spoko dooply instead of shrilly, though Ifianon was air¬ 
ways tho somo, and dookod his goldon hair with vinos and fragrant rosins found in tho 
woods. So it oomo to pass ono day that Ramnod soomod oldor than Iranon, thoiagh ho had 
boon vory smll whon Iranon had found him watching for gropn budding bronchos in Tol¬ 
oth boaido tho sluggish stono-bonkod Zuro, 

Thon ono night whon tho moon was full tho travollers oomo to a mountain orost and 
looked down upon tho flyriad lights of Oonai, Poasanta'had told thorn thoy woro noar,nnd 
Iranon know that this was not his native oity of Aira, Tho lights of Oonai woro not 
llko thoso of Aira| for thoy woro harsh and glaring, whilo tho lights of Aira shuio as 
softly and magically os shono tho moonlight on tho floor by tho v/indow whoro Iranon's 
mother onoo rookod him to sloop vfith song. But Oonai was a oity of lutos and dancing, 
so Iranon and Ramnod wont down tho stoop slopo that thoy might find mon to whom songs 
and drooms would bring ploasuro. And whon thoy woro oomo into tho town thoy found roso— 
wroathod rovollors bound from house to house and loaning from windows and baloonion. 


Tho Qwost of Iremon 
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tfho llBtonod to tho songs of Ironon and tossad him f loirors and applauded hi» nhon ho 
■was dono. Then for a moment did Iiranon bollovo that ho had found those tdio thought OQd 
folt oTon as ho, though tho town was not a hundroth so fair as Alra, 

Whon down oomo, Ironon looVod about with dismay, for tho domos of Oonai woro not 
goldon in tho sun, but groy and dismal. And tho mon of Oonai woro polo with rovolling, 
and dull with wino, and unlike tho radiant men of Aira, But booauso tho people had 
thrown him blossoms and aoolaimod his songs Ironon stoyod on, and with him Rnranod, -tdio 
likod tho roTolry of tho tovm and iioro in his dark hair rosos and myrtle, Ofton at 
night Ironon sang to tho rovollors, but ho was always as before, orovmod only *lth tho 
vino of tho mountains and ronwiifcoring tho marble stwots of Aira and tho hyalino Nithr' 
In tho frosoood halls of tho Monaroh did ho sing, upon a crystal dias raised over a 
floor that was a mirror, and as ho song, ho brought pioturos to his hoorors till tho 
floor soomod to rofloot old, boautiful, and half-romoidjorod thing* instead of tho wino* 
roddonod foastors who poltod him with rosos. And tho king bade him put away his tattor* 
od purplo, and olothod hi* in satin and cloth-of-gold, with rings of groon jado and 
bracolots of tinted ivory, and lodged him in a glided and tapostriod ohoiifcor on a bod 
of BWoot oorvon wood with oanopios and oovorlots of flowor-ombroidorfid silk. Thus 
dwelt Ironon in Oonai, tho city of lutos and dancing. 

It is not known how long Ironon tarriod in Oonai, but ono'day tho King brought to 
tho palaoo some wild v/hlrling danoors from tho Lironlon do8oz*t, and duslQr fluto-play~ 
ors fro® Drinon in tho East, and aftor that tho rovollors throw thoir rosos not so much 
at Ironon as at tho danoors and fluto-playors* And day by day that Ramnod who had boon 
a small boy in granite Toloth grow ooarsor and roddor with wino, till ho droorod loss 
and loss, and listonod with loss dolight to tho songs of Ironon, But though Ironon was 
sad ho ooasod not to sing, and at ovoning told again his drooms of Aira, tho oity of 
marble and beryl. Then ono night tho roddonod and fattened Romnod snorted heavily am¬ 
ong tho'poppiod silks of his banq.uot*oouoh and diod writhing, idillat Ironon, polo and 
slondor, sang to himsolf in a far comer. And -irtion Ironon had wopt ovor tho grave of 
Ramnod, and strown it yrith groon budding bronchos, auoh as Romnod usod to lovo, put 
aside his silks and gauds and went forgotten out of Oonai tho-city of lutos ond dancing 
olad only in tho ragged ptirplo in which ho had oomo, and garlanded with frosh vinos fwi! 
tho mountains. 

Into tho sunsot wandorod Ironon, sooking still for his native load and for mon vho 
would undorstoad and ohorish his songs and drooms. In all tho oltios of Cydathria and 
in tho lands beyond tho Bnazio dosort gsy-faood ohildron laughod at his oldon songs (ad 
tattorod robo of piarploi but Ironon stayed ovor young, and woro wroaths upon his goldon 
hood whilst ho song of Aira, dolight of tho past and hope for tho futuro. 

So ho oomo ono night to tho squalid oot of an antique shophord, boat ond dlrty,irtio 
kopih flooks upon a stony slopo, abooo a quioksond marsh. To this man Ironon spoko, as 
to so mony othorsi 

"Const thou toll mo irtioro I moy find Aira, tho city of marblo and boryl, whoro flov. 
tho hyalino Nithra and whoro tho falls of tho tiny Kfa sing to vordont valleys and hiU 
frostod with yath troos?" And tho shophord, hearing, looked long and strangely at Iraa- 
oa, as if rooalling somothing very far away in time, and noted oaoh lino of tho stroiv- 
gor's faoo, and his goldon hair, and his orown of vlno-loavos. But hoiwaa old, ond shoo 
his ho(xd, and ropllodi 

"0 stronger, I havo indood ho(xrd tho namo of Aira, and tho other namos thou hast 
spokon, but thoy oomo to mo from afar down tho waste of long years, I hoard thon in 
my youth from tho lips of a playmate, a boggar’s boy givon to strango drooms, who wo ul<5 
woavo long talos about tho moon and tho flowors and tho west wind, VTo usod to laugh ot 
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hlii, for wo laiow him from hit birth though ho thought himsolf a King's son. Ho was oano 
ly, oTon ns thou, but full of folly and strangonossj and ho ran away vdion small to fin' 
thoso Tidio would liston gladly to his songs and drooms. How ofton hath ho sung to mo of 
lands that novor woro, and things that oon novor bo I Of Aim did ho spoak rauohj of Ain 
and tho rivor Hithra, and tho falls of tho tiny Kra, Thoro would ho ovor say ho onoo 
dwelt as prinoo, though horo wo know him from his birth. Hor was thoro ovor a anrijjo 
oity of Aira, or thoso who could dolight in strange songs, savo in tho drooms of mino 
old plajwiato Iranon who is gono," 

And in tho twilight, as tho stars oorno out ono by ono and tho moon oast on tho 
marsh a radianoo like that whloh a child soos (juivoring on tho floor as Ho is rockod 
to sloop at ovonlng,. thoro walked into tho lothal quioksands a very old man in tattor- 
od purplo, orownod with withorod vino-loovos and gazing ohoad as if upon tho goldon 
domss of a fair oity whoro drooms aro understood. That night something of youth and 
boauty diod in tho older world, 

Lovooroffc 




MALIGNANT LOTO 

Far worso than any virus-bomo dlsoaso 
Aro ravagos of lovo that’s unroturnodj 
It gnaws, unsopn, liko oanoor at tho hoart, 

Until that torturod rauBoulaturo stops, 

Tho blood grows dark and stagnant in tho voins. 

So that in airloss oalm tho brain oolls dlo 
And quonoh at last thoir horrid raomorios, 

Liko oity lights oxtinguishod, ono by ono, 

.John E» Vottor 


IN THE NEXT ISSUE OF MIRlVjE ; Moro Lovooraftl Plus features by or obout suoh writers as 
Clark Ashton Smith, Honry §. TiThitohoad, August 'tl. Dorloth, David H. Kollor, M.D., oto. 
Now stories by promising writers; intorosting artiolos by ooEg)otont writers on tto 
many subioots of Interest to tho fantasy fan. Tou oannot roooivo tho forthoordng issue 
unless you subsorlbo, contribute published material, or trade (no apazinos u^oss tey 
aro of groat intorost to tho nonfan — liko tho Donaho pubs, and vaRHOON. 4 issuos.Sl, 
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AS I remember 

l<LARK/6H-TON 

BY GEORGE F. BVVS 

EDITOR'S NOTE* Tho follovring oxoollont monKJir of tho lato, groat Clark Ashton Snith is 
tho first tributo to that groat witor sinoo his doath last August, Anthon Press will 
bring out lato this year a booklet of 50 or noro pages titlod IN I"EUORiAiI* CIARK ASH¬ 
TON S!!TTH. Tho pioco you aro about to road ~ as well as tho supurb Pronsor portrait— 
is tai.on from tho contents of that booklet. For ono of tho finest ncmirs, and a sterl¬ 
ing oxanplo of our varied contents ~ which include reprints of CAS, laotioirs by his 
friends, fans, Oiid oontorporory vjritors, oriticiuos, oto,, wo present t)i:<.B p5.oco, life 
think that Goorgo F. Haas has, noro than anyone, capturod tho non, Clar.-k Ashton Smith, 
in words which present ono of tho groatost — yot oddly obsoubo — fantasy writers vdio 
over livod,i,,, 

* .. * * AS I EKTIEiitiER K URKASH-TON 

I havo boon askod to write of tho la-ijo, ominont Clark Ashton Smith, fob thoy say I 
know him bottor and longer than most otJiorsj that I should toll what mannor of man ho 
was| that I Should mako oonnonts on his voriod talonts, Yot to write adoqaatoly of 
Klorkash-Ton, I should toko for pon the (juiJ.l of tho wing-tip of tho fabiod Gazolba- 
blrd, dipped doop in tho wottod dxist of pevs’orod mumndos, and writo obulliontly vrith 
raro hioroglyphs on parchnont fashioned from tho skxns of sorpont—non. 


But I havo only this poor typor/ritor and tho vrords will not oomo at my command, I 
on rich in memorios of a oloso and door fi-iond, and I havo but to glanoo about ny li¬ 
brary as 1 writo this to bo romindod of him, Thoro oro ovidoncos of him ovorywhoro, 
Thoro, in a oaso, is ry oollootion of his momorablo carvings in stono, many of viiioh 
ho oorvod ospooially for mo, and I hold in my hand an ancient and battorod jaok-knifo 
with which ho fashioned somo of thorn. His paintings and drawings hong on tho walls Jind 
horo is tho first photograph I took of him, at our initial mooting, Thoro is a photo¬ 
graph taken of him long, long ago, in 1912, vihon ho was but ninotoon years old, ovory 
inch tho poot, with long, touslod hair and tho sad oyos tliat ovon thon woro beginning 
to look down vistas whoi’oin wo mortals foar to follow. In that oaso aro all his books, 
all with porsonal inscriptions, his published volumes of pootry and proso. In this 
ohost oro all tho issues of tho fabulous .VEIED TilIiES magazine which contain tho first 
printings of tho bulk of his published works. This mandarin-rod cabinet holds our cor- 
rospondonoo and further files of ELarkash-Toniana ~ photographs, notos, nanusoriptsi 
all tho momordbilia I havo boon ablo to colloot and troasuro over tho yoors, I havo 
but to turn a mvitch on tho tapo rooordod behind mo to hoar his voice intoning tho 
hamting, moasurod oadonoos of his "From tho Crypts of Ifamory," 


For many years now it has boon ry fancy to call ry librory-don "Tho Vaults of Yoh- 
Vosiia" aftor tho title of Klnrkash-Ton's famous story, ono of his most momorablo talos 
I-. j,i *-:-.*- j_ *-»- 1- s-:~ *- s-1-s- 5-«- i - s - * 

Quotations from H.P, Lovooraft oro printed through tho oourtosy of tho H.P, Lovooraft 
ostato, and of Arkhom House, who oro compiling Lovooraft's SELECTED LETTERS. 





Xb I Roixrrbor Klarkash-Jon 


as 


(uhlch first appoorod in '.TEIRp TiJES in Itay, 193E), It is vroll knovm that whonJjho. 
noted fantasy fan R.H. Barlow was but sovontoont Lovooroft visited hln at his homo in 
Florida and stayed a month. Barlow had a looked clpsot which ho kept his■oolloot- 
ion of fantasy nneasinos and books and ho had namod it ”Tho Vaults of Yolv-VoEhis."Af¬ 
ter Barltsw's untinoly death in Ifcxioo in 1951, I had appropriated tho nano for my own 
librarywdon Miith Klarkash-Ton's siibsoquont, somewhat bomsod, approval. Not tho least 
of iho troasuros horo in tho "Vaults" is ELorlcaBh-Ton* s own copy of that issuo of 
..^TEIRD TALES containing that story, 

Yos, rKjmorios still linger horo in tho "Vaults" whoro Klaskash—Ton visitod many 
tinos, I can soo him now, sitting quietly in that wickor chair with a glass of rod 
vfino in ono hand and a pipo in tho oihor. Or I soo him thumbing through an onoiont 
copy of TTBIRD TAXES or moving slowly about tho shadowed i;oon examining curious books. 

But I - byUnV I shall always want to ronombor Klnrlcash-Ton as I first saw him on 
that day long ago, on tho occasion of my first visit,to him at his unbrogoous abode 
among tho bluo oak troos noar Aiabinm, And I on glad 1 not him when ho was still tho 
fablod, strango, and darkling genius of Auburn} still tho lono "Star Troador," tho 
far wandoror among pallid suns, tho logondary "Etqwror of Droams," After ho marriod 
and moved to Pacific Grovo, it was novor quite tho snno. Ho vnis still tho some Klark- 
ash-Ton, but tho imago of tho strango rocluso, tho homit of Auburn, had sonohow dis- 
appoarod. 

The* first visit was tho culmination of a period of long years of admiration from 
afar. That admiration oxtondod far back into tho early days of TJEIRD TAIES magosino, 
and to no Klorkash-Ton was always a fabulous' figure - romoto, logondary, ond for ro» 
moved in both time and spaoo. For lengthy yoar3,ond on end, I had hold tho ominoftt 
"ilastOr of Fantasy" in groat awo and high rogqrd, and littlo droamod that I would, or 
could, over moot him, Boos ono droom of mooting. PooT 

It was not until Soptorib'or 11, 1963, that I took courage to actually nako tho pil- 
grinagq .to Auburn to .sook out tho sinister sorcoror himsolf In his dark cabin among 
tho bluo oak troos. Not tho least of ry hesitations night bo attributed to having road, 
not .so long boforo, tho fine tribute to him in FIJIOUS FiVNTASTlC IIYSTERIES nagazino, 
in tho August, 1949, issue, Thoy had indood most fittingly sohodulod.him as tho 13th 
in thoir famous sorios, Thoy had roforrod to "those who have made tho pilgrimago to 
his umbragoous abode in Aiibxffn — and roturnod alivo (and in full possession of thoir 
faoilitios." Novortholoss, I think it-v/as that tributo in FAIOTS. FANTASTIC IIYSTERIES 
that finally dooldod mo to aooopt tho doro, , 


At that time fow pooplo in tho fantasy world had over mot him. Of tho writers, I 
know of only a fowt Honry Kuttnor and E, Hoffman Pl-ioo visitod him in 1942, Donald 
Wandroi had paid him a visit, and August Dorloth had not him at tho cabin a fov/ wooks 
.before I did in 1953, Honry Hasso and Emil Potaja, both writors for VfflIRD TAXES, to- 
gothor with RAH ,(R.A. Hoffmn) and Paul Froohafor, mado tho pilgrimago in tho oarly 
forties, R.H, Borlow.had, visitod Klorkash-Ton, probably in tho Into forties, with a 
small group from tho Los'Angolos oroa. At that timo KlarJcash-Ton gavo him tho origin¬ 
al manusoript of "Tho Hashish Eator" which Barlovf lator bound in ooral-snako skiniOno 
wopdors whoro that manusoript is now. In spito of ny own hesitations, I still find it 
inorodiblo that other writors or fantasy fans novor found it convoniont to mako tho 
trip to Aubxffn to oxpross in person thoir appreciation to ono 'vrtio, on tho doath of 
Lord Dunaany, was to booomo tho doan of living fantasy writors. 


Boforo prooooding* a word regarding tho torm "Klarkash-Ton" might bo in order and 
of sono intorost. It is woll known that H,P. Lovooroft usod pot nioknamos for a fow <£ 
his favored oorrospondonts in tho so—called "Lovooraft Cirolo," For oxomplo, ho address. 
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od Robert E, Howard as "Two-Gim Bob»" Fronk Bollaiap Long as "Bolnapius," and August 
Dorloth as "M. lo Conpto d*Erlotto," But it was surely a happy stroke of genius ■sdion, 
early in their long eorrospondonoo, ho began addressing Clark Ashton Snlth as Klark- 
asl^.Ton," Thoro is sonothing about the look of the nano whon you see it in print that ' 
typlifios tho non and his works. It conjures up Atlantoon imgos intoning drood spoils, 
of dark nocronanoors of for Zothiquo distilling strange potions under a dying sun. For 
iadood KlorkashwTon* s pootry and proso oro intonations and distillations of tho voiry 
ossonoo of all that is strange, oxotio, forbidden - potions fow of us dare to quaff. 

Lovooi'aft signed nany of his letters ”Eoh-Pi^l," which sir^ly signifies his init¬ 
ials spelled phonetically, and it is pronounced as one would pronounce his initials— 
H.P.L. "Klorkash-Ton," of course, is pronounced "Clark Ashton." 


I have always called Clark Ashton Smith "Klarkash-Ton" and tho tom has meant a 
groat deal to no personally. Shortly after wo first not and began eorrospending, 
started signing his letters to no as "Klarkash-Ion." Ho addressed no as "Ji-Eoh, sayw 
^rl[> "lyo might as well keep up tho Iiovoorafb tradition," Bo has inscribed most of his 
books for no as "For Ji-Eoh from Klarkash-Ton," Over tho years I havo booono so usod 
to addressing him in lottors and in person as Klarkash-Ton that I actually think CLork- 
ash-Ton and not Clark Ashton, 

I had written Klarkash-Ton on tho 31st of August asking if I could oono to Auburn 
on Soptombor 11th and if ho could spare no on hour or so on that dato* His proi?)t roply 
was so utterly delightful, so roninisoont of tho dirootions in Poo's "Tho Gold Bug 
that I want to share It horoi 

Auburn, Calif., 

Sopti 5th* 1965 


"Dear Mr, Haast 

I'll bo glad to BOO you next Friday, Sept. 11th, If you cono in on tho Greyhound, 

I suggest having tho drivor lot you off in Lower Auburn at tho junction of tho speed¬ 
way with Lincoln Way, Follow Lincoln Way to Saoromonto St, (right turns in oaoh case) 
and oom out Sacramento St,, which boOomos tho Folsom Highway at tho town limits, go¬ 
ing south. One fourth milo farther on, toko tho loft turn marked Caroline St,, going 
oast, then turn south again at tho next right hand turn. Open, and shut behind you 
tho wire gate at tho ond of tho lano, and follow rough tracks to ay cabin, a distance 
of about 2S0 yords. Horse-trails may confuse tho issuo* but boor a little to tho right 
of tho dorV-groon pino which you will porooivo rising abovo tho woods. 

Sbn distonoo is about ono and ono-quortor miles from Lower Auburn, If this soons too 
for to walk, a taxi oallod from ono of tho down-town bars or stores would bring you as 
far as tho wire goto for (probobly) 7S|f, 

Hosta la vistal 


TJhon I got off tho bus in Auburn I was hungry so I had lunch at a small oofo' in now 
or upper A\jbtim, I dooidod to walk tho milo ond a quarter, southward, to Klarkash-Ton's 
abode, holding in ay hand as I wont his intrioato dirootions, I had never boon in Aub¬ 
urn before and I wanted to sense tho flavor of his homo town whore ho had, up to now, 
lived tho mjor portion of his lifo. And I wanted to survey tho countryside along tho 
road' I know ho traveled atoost daily as ho camo into town to shop and got his mail.Pbr- 
haps, too, I sxiboonoiouBly wanted to postpone as long as possiblo this first mooting 
vfith tho forbidding and logondary rooluso. 


Klarkash-Ton not rc at tho wire gatoj ho opened and closed if for no. Ho had boon 
watching and waiting for no, lingering at tho odgo of tho grassy, wood-s'trown glado. 
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I had'no idon how I would bo roooivod but after tho initial handshake and introductory 
words, alxvost innodiatbly thoro was ostablishod botwoon us on unspoken rapport t’lab 
was noTor to bo broken, that was to onduro until tho very ond, I havo novpr knovr.i auy- 
ono with -vdion I havo boon noro confortablo or noro oor 5 >lotoly at oaso. It would a.l 3o 
bo trito to say I folt as if .1 had alimys knorm hin, but it was liko that. Any lincor- 
ing doubts I nay havo had as to ny woloono, or any lingoring fear I my still havo har¬ 
bored of this Atlantoan nooronanoor, faded away ns quickly as tho struck noto of a gong 

I oxaninod hin with intorost sinoo I hod soon no pioturo of hin othor-ihan tho rath¬ 
er indistinct photograihs of hin in li’JlGIlIiVLIA or tho drawings mdo of hin for tho old 
./ORDER SIORIES mgazino, Klorkash-Ton was sixty years old that year vAon I first mt 
hid. Ho was slightly stoopod^ but, I shoxild judge, about fivo foot olovon inches in 
height* Ho vroro a short nustaoho. His hair vms light brown, straight, and although I 
looked lator, I could not 'dotoct a singlo groy hair. His widoi high-domd forohoad was 
quite wrinkled. Ho soomd sonoWhat frail, yofho had on onazing borrol-ohost. His brown 
oyos woro'thoso of tho droomr, of tho nystio,.of oho ivho has lookod far into unfathon- 
od dopths,nnd indeed his had. They wore tho oyos of a pootj thoy vADro gontlo ond kind¬ 
ly eyes, yot thoro vras about then on infinite sadnoss. He ims plainly but neatly dress¬ 
ed in an old pair of brovm slacks and a short-sloovod, rather loudly-colored'sports 
shirt. On his foot wore bluo-oloth, riibbor-solod sneakers, while on his hoad, to koop 
his fine, silky hair fron flying, was vdiat ms alnost a tradomrk with hixi - a bright 
rod boi*ot, 

TTo walked tho 250 yoKds through tho grevo of blue oak troos along a noro horso trail, 
Tho oak troos, Quorous douglasi, oro roally bluoj'tho loovos of sono spooinons hmro an . 
alnost T iin4r.r' ii« hluV- flTinnnl On other spooinons tho loavos aro blm-groon, but all havo 
light, ashy-grey bark, limy troos wore boarded with hanging noss and thoro wore bunohos 
of mistlotoo in tho branches. High, wild grasses and curious woods, now dead and brown, 
bordorod tho path and oovorod the openings botwoon tho troos, I was to visit Klarkash- 
Ton *3 land again in on oarlior" season and find it groon and lush, a tapqstary of wild 
flowors. But novf his landsoapo ms bra\in and dead, soorod by tho hot sunnor sun, I re¬ 
call it in detail booauso it was a dosolato, fantastic sotting, alnost moabro, in its 
sterile drynoss, I recall thinking them "It is a fitting site for tho habitation of 
ono ‘who has sailed in galleys of Zothiquo,* or trodden tho palo planots of tho nothor 
suns. It was a bit of noon soapo with odd soattomd bouldors, with tho doadnoss roliovo 
only by tho bluo of tho oaks, and tho dark groon of tho single pine. 

His cabin sat in tho open, under tho hot sun,, a littlo Tra.y out fron tho southern 
odgo of tho grovo, Boyond lay spaoo and open fiolds vfith only a barbed—wire fonoo in 
tho distance to suggest any neighbors, Tho cabin itsolf ivas old and snail with a loon— 
to at tho back and a wido slooping porch oxtonding tho full length of tho front, Tho 
wide boards and vfood-shinglos of tho sides wore silvered and groyj on tho roof woro 
dark, torwpapor shingles, '>/o passed through an opening in a low, stono wall, roninis- 
oont of those in Now England, idiioh Cxtondod across tho front of tho cabin on tho west 
side. Ho had built this wall hinsolf, long yoars ago, using tho' lava and granite boul¬ 
dors vJith with tho oabin site is strown. 

Hero in this sirq>lo cabin Klnrkash-Ton had lived since oarliost childhood (ho was 
bom in Long Valloy, a fow nilos away)} hero ho had lived with his nothor and father 
until thoir deaths —first his father, and thon later his nothor, in 1937. Originally 
tho land, a honestoad, had oor^risod forty acres, but on tho death of his father ho had 
sold all but a littlo ovor two aoros innodir.fcoly surroxmding tho cabin, in order to 
pay funeral oxponsos. His father’s death griovod hin. dooply, and it vra,s to rooovor 
fron this sorrovT in tho forgotfu.l?noos of heavy labor, that ho sot about building tho 
wall of ntonos, Klarkash-Ton gro.a!;ly rovorod both his nothor and Eathor and at tho iixio 
0! visited hin thoir ashos roposod in urns on on honorod sholf in tho cabin’s min roon. 
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Klarlcash»Ten« of nooosslty, livod aloply and fimeally since his incono fron tho sale 
of his writing was never largo, VJEIRD TAliES, ^diioh published tho bulk of his writings, 
novor paid ovor a cont a word. To supplonont his noogor funds ho vrarkod at port-timo 
labor at such tasks as thinning fruit or pruning troos in orchards in tho oroa. In 
tines past ho hod worked at tiining, gardening, picking and pocking firuit, typing,wood- 
ohopping, or at anything olso that oano to hand, Howovor, in lator years, after tho 
death of his parents, his oxponsos had boon fow oxcopt for food, as ho had no rent or 
utilities to pay, Puol for cooking and hooting was wood ho out hinsolf from his own 
oak troos; ho burnod korosino in old wick lanps for light; wator was obtained fron his 
own spring, a fow foot fron his cabin, IJhon I asked why ho did not grow vogotablos, ho 
oxplainod that ho had tried it but his spring did not supply sufficient wator for irri¬ 
gation* 

iVhon I ohtorod his cabin for tho first ttoo it was oridont that ho had spent sorso 
tine, shortly boforo, cleaning up in proporation for ry arrival, Tho floor, of wido, 
plain boards, had boon swept clean and ho had kopt down tho d*5t by lightly sprink¬ 
ling it with wator boforo swooping. There were still patches of wpSattorod darpnoss 
and I snilod at this old country ouston — I had done tho sano thing a thousand tines 
in old houses in past years, 

I glonood around with tho groatost interest, but I an afraid that in ry oxoitoraont 
I did not toko in nony details, Thoro soonod to bo sovoral snail roons but wo prooood- 
od into what was ovidontly a coribination living-roon, study, librory, and kitohon, A 
pot of boons slnnorod on tho book of on onoiont wood stovo and tho fragrance was so 
good as to alnost nako no hungry again, % ronoEfcorancos now rooall on irprossion of 
oluttorod ordorlinoss, Thoro wore lew bookoasos around tho walls jannod with books — 
overflowing onto tho floorl — and to sholvos and chairs, Thoro wore bulging cartons 
and boxes ovorywhoro filled with papers, laanusoripts, nogaxinos, and, in a oornor, I 
spotted a high pilo of old '.TEIRD TALES. Dust was ovory^dioro, as bofits a booholor’s 
nountain oobin, oxcopt on tho rooontly sivopt floor, I ronoribor Klorkash-Ton picking up 
ono of Montague Surmors’ books on varpiros to show mo. Ho blow on it, and tho oloud of 
dust oddiod end swirlod in tho din roon leaving us almost choking and gasping. Since 
it was so hot in tho oobin that oarly oftorboon hour, ho s\;ggostod that wo go out and 
sit under tho troos, 

A littlo way fron tho cabin, undor a group of gnarlod and lichon-littorod blue oak 
troos, was A notal omy oot spread with a tattorod^ sleeping bag, Boforo it thoro was a 
snail table, hoKwbuilt, of rough, woathorod boards^ Tho site oocinandod a viow to tho 
south and west of tho ovor-dooonding blue foothills and on into tho hazo of tho groat 
valloy itself. It was horo at this riokity tablo, undor thoso anoiont blue oak troos, 

— in sunmor, at loast ~ that Clark Ashton Smith corposod and wroto tho bulk of his 
literary werks — his stories as well as his poons — and it was horo that ho workod 
on many of his nonorablo carvings, Horo ho slept on hot sunmor nights. 

Wo sat on tho old orry cot, talked, and began to got acquainted. It was a quiot, 
poacoful spot with no sound of tho traffic on tho distant highway and only tho occas¬ 
ional drono of a passing aircraft. Rod dragonflies dartod ovor tho soared sunmor gross- 
os and thoro was but a suggestion of a brooso rustling tho long noodles of tho tall 
Wostom Yollow pino just boyond us. It was warn, but not unoonfortobly so in tho shade. 

Finally, "Do you llko winoT" ho askod, and whon I ossontod ho addod, "All fantasy 
fans like wino," Ho wont back into tho oobin and oano out with two glasses and a bot¬ 
tle of Ilansala which wo sipped as wo bogon discussing ovoryfching from avatars to Zothl- 
quo. 
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Vi/hon I aslcod oboirf; his paintings ho brought from his cabin a largo, battorod port¬ 
folio of paintings and drawings* and ho hold then up, ono by ono, for ny inspection 
and oonnonts. To no this was a raro and alnost ovojnnholnlng oxporionoo, Horo woro tho 
"foTorishly distortod visions" as soon by Klarkash-Ton hinsolfl, drawn by his own hand 
and horo that sano hand was holding thon up for eso, I noted that nany woro tino-yollow- 
od and worn by handling, obviously dating back nany yoars. Also soattorod through tho 
pilo woro original drawings by othor artists illustrating Klarkash-Ton*s storios ond 
poons fron VfflIRD Ti'JoES. Thoro woro sovoral by Virgil Finlay and two or throo by Hugh 
Rankin, 

Pbw of thoso who adniro his literary work hnvo over soon a painting or drawing by 
KlorkaslwTon, Sono will ronoribor his drawings in tho old .iIEIRD TALES, but nany of tho 
youngor gonoration do not havo aoooss to thoso. His paintings in water colors, inks, 
and othor Ewdia aro unknenvn ovon to nany. oollootors, 

I havo no idoa how nony paintings or drawings ho produood ovor tho years, nor do I 
anyone else doos. Certainly tho figure runs well into tho hundrods, I saw porhe^s 
fifty in that portfolio whon I first visited him. In past years ho had sold sono and 
given others to adzairors, I am led to boliovo that tho bulk of his artwork was produced 
in his oorlior life — in tho twontioa and thirtios. All' of tho spooimons I saw woro 
old ono painting, vdaioh I lator bought, boro tho dato 1927, 

Klorkash-Ton worked with a groat valipty of materials — with wator colors, inks, 
crayons, show-oord colors, and oils. All of tho paintings I saw woro dono on common 
drawing paper or on heavy board. If ho ovor used canvas I an not awaro of it, A fow 
woro dono on silk, satoon, or sinilAr natorial, howovor. 

In order to acquaint thoso intorostod, it might bo of valuo if I try to dosoribo 
thoso few I havo in ly own collootion,,, but any evaluation or art criticism I will 
loavo for thoso who aro noro qualifiodt 

1, WORSHIP . A painting dono with colored inks. Depicts a lisard-liko oroaturo, with 
a tail virappod around a troo, groveling before a weird, groon, horned oroaturo seated 
on a podistal, A high mountain soono with doad back sky, with hugo, gold-oolorod boul¬ 
ders in tho background, almost luminous and motallio, 8" X ll4"• 

2, HYIERBORERII UdlDSCAPE. A water color, A soono in tho high mountains with rod.wil- 
low-lilco ^jroos, fantastic peaks and whito clouds. Boars tho dato 1927 in ono comer, 

12" X 15". 

5, SCEHE IN ATIANTra. Almost ohtiroly dono in groon oils except for a fow rod soa- 
woods, A skiaS^jy soono of woird, sunken buildings, statuary and marine nonstors, Tho 
central figure is a sundialt 8§" X 12". 

4. THE S CT/.PfinS - Two nudo figures, male and fomalo, of tho soiapods of anciont Crook 
wd nlsTTSIidu' nythology. They aro "jipsido down" with roots whoro thoir hair should bo, 
and thoy shade thomsolvos ■with tlzoir vfido, loaf-like foot, Tho sotting is a woird 1^- 
^capo with grotosquo and nulti-oolorod troos and shrubs# Show-card colors* ll” X IS-g 

6,. DHTITLED. A tiny drawing dono with purple ink on drawing papor 2" X 3^. A woird 
mons-bor with a long nook and a hungry grin. On •tho back of -tho drawing is tho dato 1918, 
Klarkash-Ton sont this to Coorgo Sterling, vrtio roturnod it, 

6, GRYPHOH r.A7.1 110 OS THE OTIJ". A pon and ink drawing to illustrate Lovooroft's "Tho 

Lurking Fear" in HbiiE B5teT "in 'isSs, Dopiots a grjqjhon with outspread wings gazing into 
a doop gulf ■wi'th lightning striking fron a hugo black cloud, 4^- X 8 3/4thB", This is 
ono of a sot dono by EVrkash-Ton and is ono of tho drawtnre used, Lovooroft hlr>- 

solf saw this drawing and likod it. In a lottor to Kla"haFli,-Tou,. Uoroh 25, 1923, ho 
says I "And tho *Lm-klng Poor' illustrations I I-havo olroody told you how tho gryphon 
gazing on tho gulf inprossod mo,,," 

Under his blue oak troos, ladon with moss and mis'tlotoo, while cicadas crackled in 
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tho tall driod grassoa and curious Ywods nearby, Klorka8l>-Ton read his poetry to no, 
intoning tho verses in a low, haunting, sonowhat droning voice. Ho had broi;ght out a 
bulging nnnusoript file — his working file for his projoetod SELECTED POBI.IS, Tho ones 
ho aolootod to road to no wore those ho thought I would like, or woro his ovm favoritoa 
I portioularly rooall tho nolanoholy "Tho Old i/ator V/ho#l" and I rononbor thinking thon 
that it was Klarkosh—Ton* s own voice "whoso all<»nonotonous eadonoo haunts tho air," Ho 
road "Calonturo" and I roalisod thon that it was horo on this solf-soao spot that ho 
had written it — horo among tho grasses "...that boro tho sood of tho somo grass on 
which (wo) now roolino(d)." Ho road, at ny ro<luost, "Hollonio Soijuol" and intonod tho 
ovor-haunting oadonoos of "Zothiq,UD." All of thoso had appoarod in his Arkhan Houso 
voluno THE DARK CHATE^^.U two years boforo. I vividly rooall his reading his lilting 
"Yorba Buona," long a favorito of nino. This is a pontoum, one of tho rarost and most 
difficult foms of poetry, of anoiont Llaylay origin. It had first appoarod in tho Win- 
tor, 1946, issuo of WINOS, tho littlo pootry mgaaino oditod by Stanton A, Coblonta, 
Lator, Klarkash-Ton was to record it for no on tapo. 

Ono of tho distinguishing oharaotoristios of Klarknsh-Ton's literary work is his 
tronondous vocabulary. It is, I think, without parallel in litoraturo. I know of no 
othor writer, doad or living, who has had at his oomnand such on iborodiblo, oonpro- 
honsivo vocabulary and tho ability to so offootivoly uso it. k/hon I askod Klarkash—Ton 
how ho had aoquirod such a ronarkablo vocabulary, ho ropliod that whon young ho had 
siniply gono through on unabridged dictionary from A to Z and had loomed and studiod 
all tho words. Not only did ho study and loom tho spollings, noonings, and usagos, 
but ho also dolvod into tho word originsj going back, in most oasos, to tho original 
Sanskrit. All this was on his ownj his formal schooling had ondod in tho gromnar grades, 
Llkowiso, ho taught hinsolf to road and write in both Spanish and Fronoh, nainly so 
that ho oould road and tronslato his favorito poots in thoso longuagos. His favorito 
Fronoh poots woro, of course, Arthur Rlribaud and Charles Baudolairo, His translations 
of tho lattor appeared in his own SANDAIilOC®, and, with thoso of others, in tho Linit- 
od Editions Club edition of Baudolairo's PLO'ERS OP EVIL in 1940, 

Klnrkash-Ton's pootry and proso aro tho purest distillations of tho ossonoo of fan¬ 
tasy, and thoro is a tinoloss quality about his fiction tales that is tho hallmark of 
all classic fantasy, A hundred yoors from now wo nay bo plying tho trade lanos to Pro- 
oyon or gawking at sights on Antoros, but Klorkash-Ton's fantasy fiction talos will bo 
as sought-aftor and onjoyod thon as thoy aro by his dovotoos today. So broad is his 
scope, so cosnio his concepts, so tinolossly mivorsal his visions, that it is oortain 
his talos will loTig onduro. While most of us in tho fantasy world will rononbor his 
stories, his exotic and beautiful proso, or ovon his sculptures, his first love, and 
his last, was pootry, Klarlcnsh-Ton would want to bo ronoriborod primarily as a poot, 

Tributos to Klarkash-Ton during his lifotino woro fow, but thoso woro markod with 
uhboundod enthusiasm. Ho was, of courso, highly rovorod and approoiatod by most of his 
follow vjTitors in tho fantasy field. Biographical details have boon scanty and for 
most of thoso wo must twn to tho oxoollont artiolo "Clark Ashton Smith* Uastor of 
Fantasy," by August Dorloth and Donald Vfandroi in thoir Arkhan Houso collootion of 
Klarkash-Ton *3 stories OUT OP SPACE AND TIME. Thoro aro othor, briofor, details and 
evaluations on tho dixst-jackets of his othor Avrlchan Houso books, 

Conoorning tho pootry of Klorkash-Ton, perhaps no more glowing tribute will ovor bo 
ponnod than that by his rovorod early friond and nontor, Goorgo Sterling, hinsolf a 
famous California poot and playright. On October 28, 1922, Sterling woto tho preface 
to Klorkash-Ton’s most noiaoroblo collootion of pootry, EBONY AND CRYSTAL, in which ho 
said* 

"Booauso ho has lent hinsolf tho more innocently to tho trtiispors of his suboonoiour 
daonon, and booauso ho has sot thoso nurmars to pwor and harder crystal than wo othors. 
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by so meh longer will the poems of Clerk Ashton Smith endure. Here indeed is loot 
gainst the forays of moth and rust. Here we shall find none or little of the 8entimen> 
tal fat with which so much of our literature is landed. Rather shall one in Imaginat¬ 
ion' s 'misty mid-region'* see elfin rubies burn at his feet* witch-fires glow in the 
nearer cypresses* and feel upon his brow a wind from the unknown... But let him who is 
worthy by reason of his clear eye and imjaded heart wander across these borders of 
beauty and be glad." 

In the ranks of amateur journalism* Stanley Ifullen contributed perhaps the finest 
tribute to Klarkash-Ton in the July, 1947* issue of his excellent fantasy fan magaaine, 
THB GORGON* Vol. 1, No, 3, His tribute was titled "Cartouche - Clark Ashton Smith." I 
have always liked his first paragraph and I hope he will not mind if .1 quote it herei 
"The Writings of Clark Ashton Smith have been oonqiared to rich wines and rare old bran¬ 
dies— too strong for some tastes* to exotic for others — but for the devotee of truly 
outrS literature* there can be no finer vintage." This I quite concur with, but let 
the wine be a rare old Mavrodaphne — no lesser neotar could quite sufficeI 

But it remained for his fellow "Master of Fantasy," the late H.P. Loveoraft, to ex¬ 
press so eloquently and so adequately the distinguishing outro-ness* the unique weird¬ 
ness, that is the special flavor of Klarkash-Ton's prose and poetry. Klarkash-Ton had 
sent* shortly after publication* a oopy of his EBONY AND CRYSTAL to Loveoraft* who had 
replied to thank him for it, first by postoard in February, and then by letter on March 
35* 1933, I borrowed that letter from Klorknsh-Ton in April of 1954 and deciphered, 
with some difficulty* Loveoraft's spidery scrawl. I have that transcript* which com¬ 
prised five pages of single-spaced typing, before me and I quote the pertinent remarks* 

"But ay card sent from Salem last month attoBq>t 0 d in a feeble way to express the da- 
leriouB delight and unboundedly enthusiastic admiration which EBONY AND CRYSTAL aroused 
in me. It is truly titanic ~ it is a breath of divine and daomonino beauty, horror, 
madness* and wonder which perfumed and pestilential night-winds have whirled through 
ba-Uthronged abysses of infinity and oldor time from dead cities and moon-accursed 
peaks of Saturn, Lemurin, and Gia. It is genius* if genius over existedl As I have 
said before* there is no author but yourself vdio seems to have glimpsed fully those 
tenebrous wastes* immeasurable gulfs* grey topless pinnacles* crumbling corpses of for^» 
gotten oities* slisy, stagnant, oypross-bordorod rivers* and alien* indefinable, an¬ 
tiquity-ridden gardens of strange decoy* with which my own dreams have boon crowded 
since earliest childhood. I road your work as the rooord of the only other human eye 
which has seen the things I have seen in far planets." 

In that lottor Loveoraft was, of course* oomraonting on Klorkash-Ton's poetry* but 
his evaluation applies equally to his proso. The same eloquent enthusiasm was express¬ 
ed later in H.P.L.'s fine ossay SUPERN^iTURAL HORROR IN LITERxlTURE* in which he comment¬ 
ed on Klarkash-Ton'8 prose tales. A portion of this tribute is quoted on the portrait 
of Klarkash-Ton to head this* my own tribute, v 

Klarkash-Ton, like Loveoraft* also had a "oommonplaoo book," a notebook filled with 
hie notes* suggestions for gtorios* plots* namos* ideas, and all the other jottings ho 
had made and saved over tho years. In it are pages of odd and oxotic namos* lists of 
the carvings ho had sold and to whom and for vdiat prioos. Thoro aro first drofts of 
poems, or single linos of poetry. Soattorod through aro opigrams* oddrossos of friends 
and corrospondonts* lists of paintings sold with namos of buyers and prioos paid. Klark¬ 
ash-Ton called his notobook tho "BLACK BOOK." It is evidently very old; ho hod used it 
all tho major portion of his writit« lifo and it was always at his sido. It is a looso- 
loaf book with ruled pages 6X7 5/4ths inohos in siio, Tho cover is block, of lim.p* 
pebbled leather, with on insido pockot. It is worn and polished with handling over tho 
years with tho loathor rubbod thin at the oornors. 
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Moat of tho ontrloa in tho BLACK BOOK aro inpoasiblo for anjrono btrt Klarkaah-Ton to 
read. Hero ia a diaplay of an amzing variation of tho handwriting of ono man. Soino of 
the ontrioB aro so plainly written that anyone could dociphor thoni but othors* himriodi 
ly aorosrlod. roso^lo nothing so mioh as Arabic shorthandl 

I first sow tho BLACK BOOK that day at tho cabin, but on later visits I was to havo 
tho raro privilogo of pouring through its pagos, I havo it now, on loan from his widow, 
before no as I vnrito, and I havo her kind permission to quote from it. Some of tho moro 
easily dooiphorod story idoas follcrsri 

"A disoblod spogo-ship of unmoltablo laatal, landing on on alien planot, and carried 
for an inmonse distonoo on a voloonio rivor of laolton lava 

"An old soldier who moots and rejoins tho phantom orny, wandering forovor through 
lost, lands, of his fotoor captain and conrado." 

"A strango, furtive, tattordomalian who is soon frequently in a certain looality.No 
ono knows anything about him. Out of curiosity, ono follows him and soos him molt and 
disnpponr mistily, diffused and disnoriborod into tho features of a desolate landsoapo, 

Fow writers of fantasy-fiction over hod quite tho flair for inventing namos as had 
Klarkash-Ton, His namos for places, things, titles of stories, or of tho donisons of 
space and time, havo a shuddor-provoking qxiality about thorn that has seldom, if over, 
boon equaled. No dovotoo of his weird fiction 7d.ll ovor forgot such provoking titles 
as "Tho Vaults of Yoh-Vonbis,""Nooroaancy in Noat," Buoh plaoos as "Avoriogno" or 
"Zothiquo," suoh namos ns "Xoothra,""Tsathoggua," or "Vuljdioom," 

It would bo Intorosting to list all tho names and titles found in tho BLACK BOOK, 
but lack of spooo permits but a fow horo. Most of tho titles listed woro lator used in 
his stories, but horo aro a fowl "Zonzonga, Miiaob, Xnotura, Qualk, Zylao, Zobdamnr, 
Uori, Ifygou, Enoyola, Loyla, Pomox, Chroaomaio, Prollantha, 

An insight into Klorkash-Ton’s ostimato of his own fiction talos is found, written 
in his own sorawl, on ono pago of tho BLACK BOOK, This is in ono of tho drafts ho had 
jottod do7»n for a proposod advortisomont for THE DOnBLE SHADOfI AND OTHER FANTASIES. Ho 
had 7jritton«"For lovors of woird atmosphoro and imaginative writing, Pootio rather than 
plotty. Will not appoal to dovotoos of action," 


Fow know that KJarkash-Ton oonduotod a noTTspapor oolumn in THE AUBURN JOURNAL ovor a 
period of years. This tkis a short column and consisted mostly of epigrams — witty, 
7d.so, hiaacrous, and philisophlo, I havo boforo mo ono yollowod clipping of a single 
"Clark Ashton Smith's Column," It boars no dato but intornal ovldonoo suggests that 
it night havo boon printed in tho lato twontios or oarly thirtios. Tho oditors of that 
vo’norablo journal -writo mo: "Unfortunatoly, no ono horo now ronoribors vdion ho wroto tho 
column as it was so long ago, 1 will quote a fow of his bottor epigrams from a tapo 
roooirdlng nado for no by Klarkash—Ton horo in tho "Vaults" on October 18, 1957, Hb so- 
lootod and rood thorn from tho BLACK BOOK and tho sounds of its crinkling pagos can bo 
hoard in tho background as ho turned thorn, 

"Ono E«y ohoso his tail around tho globo a hundred times and not bo an inch nooror 
to tho contor of tho infinite and tho otomol; a truth known to fow oooidontals," 

"Communiam: Tho apothoosis of tho piss-ant," 

"In orb or litoratvuro, it la bottor to orr on tho sido of ovor-flamboyanoo or oxvib- 
oronoo than to prune ovorything down to a drab, doad, and flat lovol, Tho former vice 
ia at loast on tho sido of growthi tho latter roprossos or ovon tonds to oxtirpato all 
growth," 

"Khewlodgo is often most oonooalod vAon most divulgodj and happily nono will harkon 
if I TJhispor," 

"Strango pleasures aro known to him who flatnts tho inmaroblo purple of poetry bo¬ 
foro tho color-blind," 
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"Tho true lover of njrstorios is not likoly to fool any lasting intorost in dotoot- 
ivo storios* Hot tho least proof of Poo's gonius is that ho abandoned this gonro of 
writing as soon as ho had nastorod it," 

Klorkaslv-Ton hod tried his hand aj nony literary forns. How many Imow ho wrote a 
ploy? Ho wroto one, nony yoars ago| a drona in ono act and six soonos titled THE DEAD 
TCIli CUCKOLD YOU, Tho play has novor boon published nor porfomod, Tho soonos aro laid 
in PoToad, capital of Yoros, in Zothiquo, It is a play of nooromnoy dono in blank 
vorso in tho host Snith stylo, Thoro aro soekj mngnifioont passages, .In ry opinlon,sotiD 
of his host and most colorful linos of pbotiy aro horo, 

Klarkasl>-Ton and I ofton talked of his reading tho play into ry rooordor with a bac: 
ground of Iovt, suitable music. Ho wnntod for background a wild, fantastic music, pro- 
forably something oriental. Finally ho dooidod that somo of tho rogas porfomod on tho 
sitar by Ravi Sgankar, that inorodiblo musician of India, wore just what ho wanted. It 
is rogrottablo that wo novor found tho timo nor tho opportunity to do this recording, 

KLarkash-Ton had a fow carvings- on hand tn tho cabin at tho timo of ty visit. Avid 
colloctors ond odnirors, both horo and abroad, alviays kopt his current stock of oorviiii 
at a miniEum, August Dorloth had purchased somo on his rooont visit, and anothor ship- 
Hont had just boon mado to a purohasor in Coponhagon, 1 oxominod with groat intorost 
those fow ho did havo, and I bought throo to toko homo, Thoro wore a fow disoardod and 
broken spocimons on a shelf by a window in tho largo room, Ono such romont inprossod 
and fascinated mo ~ tho hornod hoad of a faun, I asked Klorkash-Ton if ho would oarvo 
anothor ono just like it for mo, and ho did so by tho follovflng epring. It Is perhaps 
tho favorlto piooo in iry oolloction. It is an ir^udont, looring faoo with a mocking 
grin and half-lidded eyes, Tho tongue protrudes slightlyj tho oars arc pointed sharply 
and tho two hems stand out abowb thick, curly hair* Tho vdjolo hoad is light brown in 
color and tes dono in firod talo» Tho workmanship is supurb and in fino detail. Ho ro- 
minds no of Colx, tho faun imnortalizod by tho lato Edon Hiillipotts in his THE GIRL 
AHD THE FAUN, 

Klorkash-Ion's carvings arc distillations of fantasy froson in iEg)arishablo stono; 
honoo, they may last tho longest of any of his works, Tho arohaoologists of Zothiquo, 
digging in that lattor day undor a pallid and waning sun, will find twonty-sovon of 
thorn in tho ruins of Borkoloy and they will bo at a soro loss to place thorn in any 
oatagory — as indood -thoy v/ould in any ago, Thoro has novor boon anything quite liko 
thorn, 

Tho materials for Klorkash-Ton*s carvings woro beautiful, rare rooks and ninorals, 
soarohod out and piokod up in tho foothills near his old homo in Auburn or in tho hilli 
noar Carmol, Many oomo from groat depths in tho oarth, from 'ttio tailings of old mines 
of tho Mother Lode, His favorite matorlal from tho Carmol area, -jftiioh ho used in car¬ 
ving most of his later pieces, was vdiat ho called diatonito — a white, chalky material 
ho obtained from tho thick vein in on old road bank, 

Klarkash-Ton oxporimontod with many matorials but ho naturally preferred those that 
woro more easily worked suoh as talc or diatomlto, Thoso could bo worked with a smll 
knifo. Other matorials, suoh as lava or basalt, could bo piokod up almost anyirtioro|but 
thoso noodod hammor and ohisol, Rogordloss of his proforonoos, if tho siibjoot oallod 
for suoh harder matorials ho did not hositato to uso it, 

Tho rough piooos if tho soft tale or diatomito worn blocked out roughly to sorw som, 
blonoo of their final shape with tho aid of a largo jack-knife, Tho final finishing 
work was dono wi-th a small, rod-handlod, pon-knifo. On a very fow spooimons a further 
polishing was dono with sandpaper or omory cloth. All of this work wi-th talc or dis- 
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■fconito ontailod a groat doal of dust. This nooossitatod working outsido in •ttio opon 
air ~ undor his hluo oak troos in Ruburn or in his tiny, fom-ringod back patio in 
Paoifio GrOro, 

Carvings in diatonito or talc noodod firing to harden thon. This was aoooaplishod 
singly by placing tho finished pioeos, oonplotoly surrounded by dry sand, in an old 
tin can and placing tho v/holo in a wood firo — 'in tho firobox of his Auburn oabin or 
in tho firoplaoo at Paoifio Grovo in lator yoars. Many piooos oraokod or oruriblod in 
tho firing proooss and had to bo didoardod. 

Firing brought out surprisingly boautiful and happy ooribinations of colors in such 
natorials as diatonito and, to a lessor oxtont, talo. Many indood for fortuitous ooe>- 
binations of huos — but Klarkash-Ton novor know what they would look liko boforo fir¬ 
ing, Om such piooo in ny own oollootion, "Dagon," tho fish-god, has a pink noso and 
forohoad, with dolioato muvo shading on. ono sido suggesting tho shadows of groat soa 
depths, 

Koch carving ontailod nany long hours of patient, intonsivo, painstaking labor and 
oaro, far overshadowing tho value of tho smll prices Klarkash-Ton charged for thon, 
Haoh is an original and unique work of art in itsolf and thoro wore novor onyoxaot 
copies, Klorkash-Ton did, howovor, sonotinos corvo sovoral versions of tho sano sub¬ 
ject, Thoro aro sovoral "Outsidors," for oxcunplo, Ono such famous carving by that nomo 
is plcturod on tho dust jaokot of BEYOND THE 'ffliLL OF SLEEP (Lovooroft). In tho spring 
of 1954 ho oarvod a similar ono for no, Sovoral others boar tho titlo "Nomoloss Entity, 

Many of those i&io possess Klarkash-Ton's carvings, or vdio have soon and oxoninod 
thorn, will havo noted, and boon puzzled by, tho curious letters insoribod on tho flat 
baaos. They aro tho letters "K" and "A" with tho "K" backwards. This was his brand, 
or signature, and ho signed most of his oarviiigs with it — oxoopt when ho forgot to 
do so boforo firing, Vilhon I askod for an explanation ho ropllod that in tho onoiont 
Etirusoan alphabet tho "K" baojkwards stood for oithor a "C" or an "jC," In this oaso it 
stood for a "C," tho signature boing his initials, "C A" for Clark Ashton, 

Klorkash-Ton*s carvings aro tho static, frozen sconos of his visualized concepts. 
They aro his "fovorishly distorted visions" caught and hold forovor in stono. Inspir¬ 
ation for thon oorvD from mny souroos. Many depict tho fablod gods and oroaturos of 
tho "Cthulhu %thos" of Lovooroft and his "Cirolo" or \iritors| others roprosont tho 
siguros of tho classical nythologlos of Groooo, Romo, India, and of othor anoiont cul— 
t-uros. Still others woro drodgod from tho depths of his own subooncious, from droons, 

TIhat I havo to rolato horo in oonnootion with his inspiration from dreams many sounc 
incrodiblo, but it is truo and it nay glvo an insight into tho nystioal aspoots of tho 
man and'tho workings of his "Stiboonoious daonon," Tho first carving I boijght from Klarl 
ash-Ton, on that Soptombor aftornoon in 1953, is on6 of his largest. It is fashioned 
from black lava or basalt, stands oight ifichos high# and is nearly fivo inohos across 
at tho baso. It is tho head of laldabaoth, tho doniurgo nontionod by Anatolo JVanoo in 
THE REVOLT OP THE ANGELS, It was tho first carving I saw that say at his cabin and it 
sat outsido on tho littlo wall of stonos noar tho ontranoo. This is ono of his oorliost 
carvings, perhaps his vory oorliost, Hb told no that ho had oarvod it about nine or 
ton years boforo and that it had stood outsido on tho wall over sinoo. It had boon out¬ 
sido so long, oxposod to tho olomonts, that orange liohons had bogun to form in blotch- 
va about tho head, and larger patches of gray loohons had bogun to creep over tho rost 
of tho frowning visage, Tho liohons, dormant now in tho dry air of cy library oaso, aro 
still thojro. 

It is a stom and frowning visago with a rounded, bald, hoadj tho oyos aro largo and 
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stta-ingi tho nos* is flat with flaring nostrilsj tho nouth is open as if spooking Tho 
Word| tho pointed board bolow tho nouth is fomod by horizontal linos, Tho whole as- 
poot of tho carving suggests sonothing Miyan, Polynesian, or anoiont SunzDrian, It well 
could have boon dug from tho ruins of Sunor or rooovorod fron tho tangled vinos of Nuke 


Horo is tho coincidonoo, so startling as to bo alnost unboliovabloi thoro is a photc 
graph, on almost porfoot likonoss of Elorlcash^Ton* s carving, in AICU-AKU, Thor Hpyordahl 
book on Eastor Island, published in 1958, It can bo found in tho lower loft hand cor- 
nor of tho doublo-pago spread following page 304 of tho hardbound edition. It is in¬ 
cluded with other photographs of carvings in hard lava rooksj carvings which vraro dis¬ 
covered in soorot family caves on tho island and which woro oor^lotoly unknown oxcopt 
to thoir owners until I^rdahl brought thon to light in 1956* Ronotibor* Klarkash-Ton*s 
carving was oxooutod at least fiftoon years before,,, 

Tho rosotiblanoo botwoon tho two carvings ~ laldabaoth and tho Eastor Island piooo 
— is astonishing, Thoro is tho sane roundod head, tho sotio oyos, noso, and nouth,Tho 
Eastor Islond piooo shows long oars, but thoro is a suggestion of long oars on lalda¬ 
baoth, as if they had boon thoro but had boon broken off or chipped away. They aro dono 
in tho sano natorial) only tho board is difforont, lanrkash-Ton* s is foriaod by horizon¬ 
tal linos, tho other with vortical linos, Hovrovor, IClarkash-Ton stated that ho had of- 
ton usod'vortioal linos in depicting boards on other carvings, 

■When I pointed out, in 1958, tho strango coincidonoo to Klarkash-Ton, and accused 
hin jokingly of having worked socrotly on Eastor Island, ho said that about tho tino 
ho had oarvod laldabaoth, long years boforo, ho had had a series of vidid, recurring 
droans ~ droaas in which ho found himsolf way underground in snail oaves which woro 
filled with hundrods of smTl carvings in stotiol ' 

Students of Klarkash-Ton's soulpturos Tfill bo quite stojrblod if they ooi:5)aro thorn 
with other stono figures fron tho soorot oavos of Eastor Island, On that sano doublo- 
pago spread in AICtt-AKU, but in tho lower right hand corner, thoro appears tho weird 
profile of a head, Thoro is an anazing rosoriblanoo botwoon this and another of Klorlo. 
ash-Ton's in ny collootion called "Tho Nanoloss Ono," This, too, is ono of his oarlior 
efforts, roughly oxooutod with bold-strokod linos. 

So much of Interest happened on that day long ago that I find it difficult to recall 
all that tronspirod. But I do ronorfcor tho afternoon hours passed all too quickly. Tho 
shadows longthonod and a light broozo rustlod tho loavos of tho blue oaks. At length 
Klorkash-Ton suggested that it night bo oool enough to go inside and oxanino his librar' 
and to look over his lottors fron Lovecraft, * 

It is said that to look at a nan's library is to know tho non, so I was intorostod 
in oxnnlning laarkash-Ton's, Thoro woro nany hundrods of books, nany old, many rare, 
many oollootor's itons. It was obvious, hovravor, that tho library had boon solootod 
with oaroj this was no ordinary collection of books; this vreis tho library of a scholar. 
Tho bulk of tho library oonsistod of tho standard classics of prose and poetry, of his- 
torios, of tho sythologios of Groooo and Rone, India, and other anoiont culturos. Thoro 
woro volumes on witchcraft, and I saw first editions of all those by Montague Sumaors 
including his two books on voirpiros, Thoro woro many volunos of pootry, classic and 
nodorn, and of tho latter mny woro personal presentations insoribod by tho authors, 
IIlarkash-Ton pointed out That v/as perhaps a oonploto sot, mostly first editions, of tho 
works of Lafoadio Hoorn and oxprossod his appreciation of Hearn's colorful and exotic 
proso, Lator I was to borrovf this sot at Klarkash-Ton's prodding and bocono anothor 
Hoarn dovotoo. 
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Thoro iroro muy volunos of fantasy and soionco fiction — nostly oollootions or on- 
thologios —• and nany woro oopioa signed by tho authors and insoribod vilth sort'rnnts 
of approoiation to iaarkash..Ton* Mwiy wore Xirlthani House books but rdssing wore '.a'i! OW. 
SIDER AND OTHERS and BEYOND THE HAli OF SLEEP. Lator I was to loarn that ho had toon 
forced to soli thon to raise nonoy for oxponsos» ohosing thon booauso of thoir groat 
value. This was a working library — not a oollootor's oollootion of volunos hoordod 
in pristine condition — those books bospoko use. Every book, and all of tho lnnun»r- 
able tiogasinos, showed signs '-t having boon road nany tinosi oaoh was woll-thuriod, 
soBD slightly l^attorod, and all dxistJcovorod, This was tho library of a man woll-groun 
od in tho anolont cythologios and histories of tho onoiont worldj in art, litoraturo, 
in fantasy of all forms from Poo to'Mathoson, Hbro was a woll-roundod oollootion of 
tho maoabro, tho weird, tho unusml,tho oxotio in both proso and pootiy, 

Thoro woro oopios, of oourso, of all of his own published works, and it was horo 
for tho first time that I saw and handled a copy of tho fabulous SASDoIWOOD, I havo 
this copy boforo mo now, on loan fron llrs. Smith* It is dijrfcy and battorod and \7orn 
from much uso ovor tho years. Both oovors are soporato, torn from tho spino, Insldo 
ore innumorablo ohangos in hife handwriting — some in pencil, soiao in ink, Thoro aro 
dolotions, additions, oorrootions, and ohnngosi most of thorn aro quito inddoiphorablo 
to ono not usod to his handwriting* In many oasos whole vprsos word rowritton and addo< 
in tho morglnsi This is copy'#5 of tho 260 copy edition of Ootobor, 1925* This was al¬ 
ways Klarl®sh*»Ton’s own copy, a fabulous troasuho boyond prioo* 

Klarkasl>»Ton kept tho Lovooraft lottors in a papor carton, and thoro wore perhaps 
150 to 200 of thorn. Ho brought thon out, dusted thon off, and allowed ro to oxanino 
thon, whioh I did vjith groat intorost* Lator I,was to hove tho tino to look thon ovor 
mono thoroughly and road many of thon, Thoro woro postcards, too, and it has often 
boon said that Lovooraft could got more on a postcard than most people oould got on a 
loni^jhy lottor, I ronouftior ono card on whioh HPL oomnontod on "Tho Vaults of Yoh-Vom- 
bls," Tho oorrospondonoo botwoon Lovooraft and Klarkash-Ton oovorod many yoarsi it 
started when both woro just beginning to seriously oxporinont with fiction tales and 
it ondurod all through tho years until Lovooraft's death in 1957 of oonoor. 

TOiat matter what KlarkaslwTon was likoj what matter tho day-by-day details of his 
lifo# tho facts and figures of his oxistanooT Thoso aro interesting but unir^iortant, 
TNhat ^ important is that ho was CLARK ASHTON SMITH, ono of tho immortals, Thoro havo 
boon row his equal since Ilyporboroa ond 1 soo him narohing forward towards Zothiquo 
with "tho wind from botv«on tho worlds" in his faoo, and I an. glad ho paused horo brief 
ly and that I Icnow him for a littlo while. 

But of oourso I made ostimato of Klarkash-Ton as a nan, as a person, that day at tho 
cabin, and ny ostimato of him novor had oauso nor reason to bo 'rovisod,' I saw that horo 
was a gontlomon in tho very roal sonso of tho tormj ho was, as they say, a gontlounn 
of ■^o old school. Ho was quiot, dignified, polito, and tho ixg)rossion'ho gave was that 
of tho highest oulturo. But this was not an obvious, studied, or cultivated peso. Ho 
was porfootly and flawlessly natural — tho highest typo of civilised man. Ho was, and 
I think it woll to put it as plainly, as bluntly, as singily as possible, a tiaily good 
nan — you folt it, you knovf it whonovor you vroro with hin* You oould not possibly "iS- 
agino hin doing or thinking iiom to anyone. 

Lot no hasten to'add that I do not wish to loavo tho inprosaion or iE5)ly that Klork- 
ash-Ton was a Saint, lost I incur and dosorvo tho vn-ath and awful vursos of Tsathoggua, 
Ho was a human boingj ho had lived and lovod and indulgod in many of tho "frailtios"of 
human nature, Hb drank, somotinos too muohj ho snokod both pipe and oigarottos. Ho had, 
of oourso, a dooply sonsitivo nature. Ho could bo dooply hurt and ho oould booomo very 
angry. Howovor, I do not rononbor ovor sooing hin give way to any notiooablo display of 
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onotions* On tho wholo ho oxxidod on alnost Buddho-lilco soronity# 

Ab for Klorkash-Ton* s religion or philisophto looningsj ho was, if ho could bo call, 
od anything, a Buddhist, but ovon that is 'a Uniting torn. Early in our aoquaintanco 
I had sont him. ry copy of Robort Pciyno’s inorodibly beautiful proso-poon on tho life 
of Buddha, THE LORD COHES (Anorioan edition tftlod Tho Yollovr Robo ). IIo wroto no, on 
l&roh 5, 1954s "Thanks so nuoh for tho loan of THE yKLlcJiT tiOfete' \I 'think I profor tho 
English titlo), I road tho book with so nuoh' interest that it sot no to roroading all 
that 1 havo on tho lifo and dpotrinos of Buddha, as well as somo stuff on Brohnonisn 
and East Indian nythology, Tho book is boautifully writton and I likod ospooially sono 
of tho passogos you spooifiod," Lator, vshoh I sont coplos of books by Alan W, Watts, 
tho groat oxponont of Zon, morlcasb^Ton ropliods "By bolatod thanks for THE WISDOM OP 
raSECDRITY, which oxprossos tho philosophy tov/ard which I havo boon bonding a long tit. 
past," His philisophy is oxprossod, too, in his own pootry, and thoro aro flashes of 
Zon ovorywhoro. Perhaps tho poon "Thobiad" in SPELLS AMD PHILTRES host oxprossos his 
it^ationoo v/ith oodo, orood, or oultj and horo too, ono glinpsos that inoffablo lonli— 
noss of ono vdio has gono for. This is not a poon of fantasy, but tho oxprossion of an 
oxporionoo, 

Nott that I stop to think about it wo soldon, if over, discussed anything very sor- 
iouslyi I shall always ronoribor a hike wo had, in a lator 5roar, ovor tho hills noor 
Comol, Wo vroro alono together for about two hours and wo didn’t talk nuoh. Ho just 
hikod along tho dusty road, adnirod tho views ovor tho nountalns, stopped often to ox- 
anlno curious plant*, and wo ovon piokod a bouquet of wildlings to toko hono for his 
dosk. Wo picked wild flowers, driod grasses, and rathor odd ond grotosquo'woods —ho 
lovod suoh things. Wo stopped at a largo patch of tho roal poison honlock, Coniun 
Mhoulatun, a Europoon plant now gono wild in California, ond whoso juioo had boon quaf. 
fod by Sooratos, IClarkash-Ton, appropriately enough, willingly posod in tho nidst of 
tho tall stalks so that I oould take color pioturos, 'Wo tallajd llttlo, noroly calling 
oaoh other’s attention to this or that odd wood or curious sight, but it was thon that 
I sonsod fully that ho was awaro of ovorything. I loamod noro about tho nan on that 
hibo than in all o\a: previous vlsTEs, 

Tho wild gordons of nature wore tho roal gordons to him. At that time, although not 
roolly well enough or strong enough, ho was trying to help corn a living doing garden,, 
ing work on tho Uontoroy Peninsula and ho hatod it. It was about that tino too, that 
ho wroto "Tho Tirod Gordonor" (SPELLS AND PHILTRES, p, 7) and I shall always liko to 
think our hiko through wild gardens that day had sonothing to do with it or soao in^ 
spiration for it, I troasuro a copy of that poon ho typed and sont no shortly thojwof- 
tor — long boforo it was published, 

Klnrkas3i»!ron’'3 was a Fortoon nind, ovor questing, novor denying. Ho was intonsoly 
intorostod in tho unexplained, tho unknown, I rononbor our discussing THE BOOICS OP 
CHARIES FORT and our discussion natwally turnod to UFOs, tho "flying sauoors," Klarlo- 
asb-Ton had soon ono — had soon sonothly — a yoar or two boforo. It was on a hot 
night and ho had boon lying outsi'clo' on his slooping bag gasing upwards into tho depths 
of spaoo. Suddenly ho booano avmro of a largo objoot, liko an indistinct shadow, darto* 
or than tho night, passing slowly abovo hln blotting out tho stars, 

Tho shadows outsido wore longthoning outside of tho oabin whon wo ohockod tho tlno 
on hla old kitohon olook, KlarkashwTon and I dooidod to havo dinner at sono oafo of 
his choosing in Aiiburn, but first wo pausod outsido so that I oould toko soiao pioturos 
of him with a rontod oaraora I had brought along, Klarkash-Ton posod, rathor stiffly, 
with his coat ovor his om, against tho lichon-blotohod stones of his low wall with one 
of his blue ooks in tho background. 





IN MEMORIMis CIAHK ASHTON SMITH 


Tfo strolled slowly along on that trok into tovm, still talking, and Klnrkash-Ton kept 
pointing out itosis of intorost along tho way, Thoy woro all sights ho had known and 
loTod for a lifotino; thoro was an old orchard, hoautiful with changing soasonsj thoro 
- on interesting rookj horo, a gnorlod troo with bronchos liko reaching and clutching 
hands. Ho pointed out tho spot whoro, years boforo, thoro had oxistod an old water 
whool -- tho ono ho dosoribod in his poon. Along this very road, then, Klorkash-Ton 
had trudgod honsward as a youth vfith tho "dolont, droar, oor^laining noto" oTor haunt¬ 
ing tho air and dogging his footsteps, 

Tfo had now ontorod tho outskirts of Axiburn Itsolf and vro stopped to oxonlno tho 
"hauntod" houso ho had used in his story "Tho Dovotoo of Evil," Across tho stroot it 
was, on a littlo hill, and it stood at tho ond of a long walkway bordorod xvith tonglod 
vinos and shrubs. It was an anolont houso, half hidden by tall troos, and it did have 
a sinister air about it, Klarkash—Ton said that ho didn't know whether it was hauntod 
or not, but that was its ropitation* 

Aubva-n is situated in tho heart of tho fanous Mother Lodo mining area and tho old, 
original section. Lower Auburn, datos bock to tho oorliost days of tho Gold Rush, I&iny 
of tho old buildings, built of brick, nasonry, or of v/oathorod boards, oro still in 
oxcollont condition and in uso, Tfo stopped at ono, in tho lower floor of which was a 
snail grocery oporatod by a Chinoso, Klorkash-Ton bought sono olgarottos and intooduoo4 
BO te tho proprietor as a "good friond" who had cono "all tho way from Borkolcy to 
visit him. 

Wo dinod together at a small oafo just across tho highway from tho anoiont firohouso 
As wo looked ovor tho Kwnu trying to dooido what to order I said, trying to bo facotiox;, 
"Boing a Lovooraft fan, I suppose I shouldn't order any seafood," Klarkash—Ton quickly 
cono back vfith "VToll, I'm a Lovooraft fan too, but I don't carry it quito that for,I'm 
going to order fried prawns," And ho did. 

Dusk was gathering as wo strollod along tho upx-card-loading stroots toward tho bus 
station, but it was still light enough for Klarkash-Ton to point out intorosting old 
houses and curious plants along tho way. Ho sheswod no tho first oropo-inyrtlo troos I 
had ovor soon. 

On a lator visit Klarkash-Ton Was to show no, in tho garden of vacationing friends 
of his, whoro ho had gone so that ho could do noodod watering, a clurg) of tho roro and 
graooful black boxhoo, Tho culms oro indood black -- as block as india ink — but it 
tokos a year before thoy turn fully black from tho initial vivid groon. At ono stage 
of thoir dovolopnont tho stems aro mottled, flookod with brovm , rosoicbling tho skins 
of certain roptilos# Klarkash-Ton had out sono at this stago to uso as stems to tho 
fow grotosquoly-oarvod stono pipes ho had onoo fashionod. 

Since wo still had a littlo time boforo my bus loft for Borkoloy, wo ontorod a com- 
bination pool-hall, bar, and novrestand. Wo paused at tho magazine racks and looked ovor 
tho soionoo-fiotion and fantasy nagazinos and oonplainod that tho ourront offerings 
woro not like thoy woro in tho old days, Klarkash-Ton bought boors for us and introduc¬ 
ed mo to tho bartondor, on old friond of his, Horo, again, ho introduced mo as a good 
friond and strossod tho fact that I had cono all tho way from Borkoloy just to soo 
him, Tho bartondor ordorod another copy of THE HARK CHATEAU, vfhioh ho xvontod to send 
to a friond, 

Tho timo oano for my doparturo but whon wo arrived at tho bus station wo loornod 
that tho bus was to bo lato, Tfo sat on a bench outsido and passed tho littlo timo wo 
had loft, promising to writo and ogrooing to oxohango more visits in tho future. At 
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loagth tho bus eono and it was orowdod, but I found a soat in tho roar. As wo pullod 
away slowly 1 looked out tho window and could barely nako out tho fictn-o of Clark Ash¬ 
ton Snith waving gooci-byo in tho gathering gloon,.,,*. 

•••••Ooorgo F. Baas 


THE OID 'TATER-TJHEEL 

by Clark Ashton Smith ♦ 

Ofton, on hoBoward imys, I eono 
lo a dosortod orchard, old and lono, 

Unplowod, untrod, with wildling grasses grown 
Through rows of poor and plum, 

Thoro, in a novor-ooasing round. 

In tho slow stream, by noon, by night, by dawn. 
An anoiont, hidden wator-whool turns on 
Tfith a sad roitorant sound. 

Most eerily it cones and dios. 

And ooaos again, while on tho horison’s breast 
Hio ruby of Antaros Boons to rest, 

Fallon from star-fraught skios: 

A dolonti'droor, complaining note 
Hhoso all-monotonous oadonoo haunts tho air 
Liko tho rooxirront moan of a despair 
Some heart has loarnod by roto; 

Heavy, ond ill to hoar, for ono 
Within whoso breast, today, tonight, tomorrow, 
Liko tho old whool, an ancient, darkling sorrow. 
Turns and is novor done. 


* Quotations of Clark Ashton Smith in tho previous artiolo oro by pormission of Mrs, 
Clai-k Ashton Smith, "Tho Old Wator-Whool" is roprintod from THE DARK CHATEAU, p, 30, 
by tho Demission of Arkhom House and tho ostato of Clark Ashton Snithj poon copyright 
© 10f;l by Clark Ashton Smith, 
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THE CARHBLIAN CUBE, by L. Sprague DeCan^i and Fletcher Pratt 

THE PORCEUIK Ma-GICUiN, by Frank Owen 

PATTERS FOR CONQUEST, by George 0. Smith 

SIXTH COLUMN, by Robert A. Heinlein 

THE 31st OF FEBRUARY, by Nelson Bond 

THE CiiSTlE OF IRON, by L. Sprague doComp and Fletcher Pratt 

TYPEWRITER IN THE SKY (w/FEAR), by L. Ron Hubbard 

1, ROBOT, by Isaac Asimov 

MINNIONS OF THE MOON, by William G. Beyer 

CONAN THE CONQUEROR, by Robert B. Howard 

COSMIT ENGINEERS, by Clifford D, Simak 

MEN AGAINST THE STARS (anthology), edited by Martin Greenberg 
RENAISSANCE, by Raymond F. Jones 

SEETEE SHIP, by Will Stewart (pseud, for Jack Williamson) 
FOUNDATION, by Isaac Asimov 

THE FAIRY CHESSMEN (and TOMORROW AND TOMORROW), by Lewis Padgett 

TRAVELERS OF SPACE (anthology), edited by Martin Greenberg 

JOURNEY TO INFINITY(anthology), edited by Martin Greenberg 

FOUND^l.TION AND EMPIRE, by Isaac Asimov 

THE STARMEN, by Leigh Brackett 

JUDGMENT NIGHT, by C.L, Moore 

ROBOTS HAVE NO TAILS, by Lewis Podgott 

THE SWORD OF CONAN, by Robert E. Howard 

CITY, by Clifford D. Simak 

THE MIXED MEN, by A.E. Von Vogt 

SANDS OF MARS, by Arthur C. Clarke 

FIVE SCIENCE FICTION NOVELS (anthology), edited by Martin Greenberg 

ICEWORLD, by Hal Clemot 

CHILDREN OF THE ATOM, by Wilmnr H. Shiras 

SECOND FOUNlNtllON, by Isaac Asimov 
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SEiCB UJWER, by Nat Sohaohnor 1963 

SH&UBIMN, by C.L. Moore 1963 

MIJKiNT, by Lewis Padgott ’ 1953 

THK COMING OP CONAN, by Robert E, Howard 1963 

KING CONAN, by Robert E, Howard 1963 

COMPLETE BOOK OP OUTER SPACE, willy Ley (non-fietion) 1963 

AGAINST THE PALL OP NIGHT, by Arthur C. Clarke 1953 

THE ROBOT AND THE MAN, (anthology), edited by Martin Greoriborg 1963 

MEL OLIVER AND SPACE ROVER ON JffvRS, by Tftlliaa Morrison 1954 

THE PQRGOTTEN PLANET, by Murray Leinster 1954 

NORTHtJEST OP EARTH, by C.L. Moore 1964 

MOHAN THE BARBARIAN, by Robert E. Howard 1954 

PRELUDE TO SPACE, by AjHAur C, Clorko 1964 

UNDERSEA QUEST, by Pred Pohl and Jack Tfillianson 1964 

LOST CONTINENTS, by L, Sprague deCan^i (non-fiction) 1954 

ADDRESS* CENTAURI, by P.L. Wallaoe 1956 

SCIENCE FICTION TERROR TALES, (anthology), edited by Groff Conklin 1966 

SARGASSO OP SPACE, by fmdrew North 1966 

TALES OP COHAN, by Robert E. Howard and L. Sprague DoCan?) 1966 

STAR BRIDGE, by Jaok Uilliooson and Jozies E. Gunn 1956 

ALL ABOUT THE FUTURE (anthology) edited by Martin Greenberg 1956 

REPRIEVE PROM PARADISE, by H. Chandler Elliott 1966 

THIS PORTRESS T;oRLD, by Jofflos E. Gunn 1955 

PLAGUE SHIP, by Andrew North 1966 

UNDERSEA FLEET, by Fred Pohl and Jaok Uilliomaon 195? 

HIGHHAYS IN HIDING, by George 0. Smith 1966 

INTERPLANETARY HUNTER, by Arthur K, Barnes 1956 

3F «66* THE IEAR«S GRELiTEST SCIENCE FICTION AND FANTASY (anthlgy)od. by Judith Merril 

1958 

THE SEEDLING STARS, by James Blish 1957 

COLONIAL SURVEY, by Murray Leinster 1957 

RETURN OF CONAN, by Bjorn Hyborg ond L. Sprague doCnaq? 1957 

COMING ATTRACTIONS, (ontholo^ - non-fietion), edited by Martin Greenberg 1957 

THE SHROUDED PUiNET, by Robert Rnndaii (Robert Silvorberg A Randall Garrett) 1967 

EARTHMAH'S BURDEN, by Peul Anderson and Gordon R, Dickson 1957 

THEY'D RATHER BE RIGHT, by Mark Clifton and Frank Riley 1957 

THO SOUGHT ADVENTURE, by Frits Leibor, Br, 1967 

SP »57* THE TEARS GREATEST SCIENCE FICTION AND FANTASY (anthology) ed, by Judith Iferrll 

3.957 

THE SURVIVORS, by Tom Goodwin 1958 

METHUSELAH'S CHIIDREH, by Robert A. Hoinloin 1958 

UNDERSEA CITY, by Fred Pohl and Jaok Hillioason 1968 

STARMAN'S QUEST, by Robert Silverberg 1958 

SP «58t THE YEAR'S GREiVTBST SCIENCE FICTION AND FANTASY (an1;hology)od, by Judith Merril 

1958 

THE DAHNING LIGHT, by Report Randall (Robert Silverborg & Randall Garrett) 1959 
PATH OF UNREASON, by George 0. Smith 1969 

SFi'69* THE TE/iR'S GRPLTEST SP AND FANTASY (anthology) edited by Judith Mowil 1969 
AGENT OF VEGA, by James H. Sohmits 1960 

TROS OP SAl.TOhl'iACE, by Talbot Uunday I960 

THE VORYEX BLASTER, by E.E. Smith, Ph.B. I960 

THE PURPLE PliUiTE, by Talbot Ifanday I960 

THE UNPLExiSANT PROFESSION OF JOHNATHAN HOAG, by Robert A. Hoinloin 1960 

THE MENACE FROM EARTH, by Robert A, Hoinloin 1960 

INVADERS FROM THE INFINITE, by John U, Coz^iboll, Jr, 1961 
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THE BIRD or TIME, by TTallaoo TTo«t. 

DRDinCARD*S TimX, by Fraderlok Pqhl 
THE FHILISOIHICAL CORPS,, by E.B. Colo 
G]aA,T IBNSMttN, by B.E. Snith, HuD. 

THE GREEN HILLS OP EARTH, by Robort A. Hoinloin (now odition) 
THE UftN ilHO SOLD THE MOON, by Robert A. Helnloln (now edition) 
RBFOLT IN 2100, by Robert A. Helnlein (now edition) 

THE END4ESS FRONTIER, by Robort A, Holnloin 
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1962 
1962 
1962 
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CONDITIONS FOR UTOPIA 


I was qulto stottlod by a Mack Reynolds novolotto about a yoar book, in whloh tho Amori* 
can in Moscow socks and finds tho Russian Undorground, only to find that it is as anti- 
oapitalism as it is anti-coinaunisn, "Uo don't wont your system —" ono of tho loaders 
says, "It has just as many faults as ours." How true. But wlqr not our systomt Wo IHw 
bottor under it than they do under Comnunism, Wo have individual froodom hero. Why nett 
Tho faults are on a buroaucrotio loxrol, not on tho lovol of tho nonmon man, Thoro is • 
unhappiness horo| thoro is a bit moro unhappinoss in Russia. Yot,.;this loader doesn't 
wont capitalism, dospito its bottor oondltions for tho wokkine man, simply because wo 
have dirty polities at timos. Is this loader Booking to ^rovo, or is ho sooSdng a 
Utopia, and will ho aeoopt anything lossT I doubt tho lawir, fiut who wants Utopiat 
li^o noods it? Will wo bo bottor or will tto bo tho worse for it? I boliovo that Utopia 
would ko the fatal blow to tho human raoo. It would involve joyful stagnation. WB nood, 
misery — for tiisory is tho ohallongo of llfo. If thoro woro no unhappinoss or tons ion 
on this planet, if it woro a tnso Utopia, then I think it'd bo time for mo io pluy Russ^ 
ion Roulotto with all ohanbors full. It would bo ono holl of a dull plooo — oud thoro-. 
foronot really a Utopia at all, —— 

And la Utopia possiblo? Not unless wo dotolop telepathy, and dovolop it to such 
a point that all tiio pooplos of’ tho Earth have one moss mind. Individual porsonalltios 
aro insatoblo, Hunan bolngs oro human beings primarily booauso iiioy aro unprodiotablo 
-- it's fun to 800 just what thoy aro going to do noxt. Dostfoy individuality and you 
destroy humanity as wo know it — humanity as wo, in gonoral, want it. But you must 
oonplotoly destroy individuality to ao^ovo Utopia,,,or olso build throo billion sopar- 
ato and distinct Utopias for ooch soul on tho planot. 

The Russian loader rojocts ony social improvomonts oxoopt tho ultimate, and ia- 
poBsiblo, social iz^ovonont. In this way ho is dofoatlng'hls own purpose, sinoo, whilo 
Utopias moko nioo dreams, thoy moko nightmarish roalltios, and hd will find his own 
lot obsorbod by tho Now Class — for no ono oan wait an Infini'ty, ovon to aohiovo on 
Impossibility, 

.•••••.dook L, Cholkor 

THE ANTHEM CBAPBOOES 


A PIGMENT OP A DREAM, olsowhoro montionod, and a groat buy at ()2,00, Ready probably in 
lato Juno or onrly July, 1962, $2,00, 

MIRAfiE ON LOVECRAPT, oditod by Jack L, Chalkor, A British Ohapbook, produced by Alon 
Dodd, oontainingj Autobiography* Somo Notos on a Nonentity, by H,P, Lovooraft^ in its 
first appooranoo oaywhoro outsido of BEYOND THE VAILL OP SIEEP/ Tho White Ship, by H,P, 
LovoOroft/ Notos on Lovooraft, by David H, Kollor, lI,D,/i Rebuttal to Lovoeraft Critil 
cism, by August W. Dor loth. Small edition. VJITH MIRAGE SUBSCRIPTION (no trodosDi 60/, 
WITHOUT MIRiMjE SUBSCRIPTION* $1 iho copy. With a copor by PTossor, To bo publlshod in 
England in July, 

IN MEMQRIAU* CLARK ASHTON SMITH, Momoriama, Smith story & pootiw reprints, oritiquos, 
short bibliography, 62 / pagos, schodulod for Soptorfcor, 1962, $2,00 pro-publication. 




TH0M&5 B, HMJGHEY (proaotuiood ‘Hoy’) is a follow TTSPA noinbor, a studoot at tho Univor- 
slty of Jhryland, a feuisino oditor (MIRTII AHD IRONY, i^ioh "Miraeo" roadors should 
like, and which will shortly foaturo mtorial ~ fiotlon — hy yours truly), and tho 
only person I know who would'vo gladly alopt on tho bar at tho Phillyoon. Almost oho- 
rrib-liko in person, his oxoollont pooras show a hiddon possimisa. StUQ, '^oy aro flll- 
od with powor; I prodiot that, as a poet, ho*11 go far, 

THIS USUFRTOT MOETUARY '('This tJsufruot Mortuary, otd; 


A blighted black oaglo’s foathor 
Tossed by tho wind, 

Proolaims nrith forbodlag 
Of -Qioso lAio haro sinnod, 

Tho mighty aro falling 

In a dull floko-stono wanner. 

Dull, gastly blotohos — 

A shroud, not a banner 

Flaming oyo still raging, 

Eaglo soars on unaware 

That tho firo is slowly fading 

From its blankly wrathful stare. 

Wings boat out furiously. 

Then oontor^tviously ride tho orost. 

In smlight splattorod talons flash 
Rod from a rabbit’s breast. 

To oountloss heights of gore and glory 
Tho rod..oyod spootro flios 
Grating all of peaceful nature 
With its harsh, triumphant orios. 

One by one tho feathers fall} 

Little by little tho eyes grow oold. 
Yet moro and more tho claws strike outj 
More and more tho orios ring bold. 

One by one tho feathers fall. 

It’s naturob whole affair. 

One by one black foathors fall, 

Ormor blissful, xinowaro. 

And thon at lost n chill soops through 
The angry, staring oyos, 

Tho blankaoss lifts and self is known 
At the instant of domiso* 

Borof* of pride, bare of plumoj 
A usQcUup misslo falls to doom, 

Romomborod sneers at his dozoain 
Now oonjurod forth but soaring paint 
A terror cruel of cruoljloss vain, 

Tho kncfwlodgo of a sensuous brain — 
Thon nothing. 


Nothing loft but oaglo foathors 
Rotting in tho dust. 

Nothing more than black blotches, 

A monument to lust, 

Roliovod silonoo fills tho air; 

Thon Naturo shows a goldon ray, 

Yot mourns and sighs through leafy fltrto 
Sick at tho -Hvought of tho bird of proy. 
And tho prayer ho might have lived,.., 

MissLE xm 

A shimaor beam of mvor light, 

A heavy form boholds tho night, 

A silver, black, bold coffin glare 
Dimly soom abovo tho flnro, 

Tho earth is shrinking. 

Sun is nigh. 

Son of Ordln 
Blights tho shy, 

Darknoss horo and dark shall fall, 
Tonguos of disaster shall forth oall 
a note. A noto shall bziildings crushi 
A trill, a soroon, tho oaps turn slush, 

Tho bat, idio tulturo, orow of doom, 
Vonturos near tho half-full noon. 

Dead alive in lifeless void. 

Magic hammor tonso doployod, 

Ruldi and mammoth up doth ply. 

Half-blind hornet’s stings to try 
Quiot rolls tho ruriblo not. 

Chariot rattles unforgot, 

A flicker shadow larger oomos, 

Tho thing tho sun its meeker shuns, 

A soroom, a moan, a shriek do light, 
Aosir’s ohnmpion to tho fight — 

Thon thundor, 

Tho walls ore gone, the soxmd no moro} 
Iho world is now as in days of yoro, 

Tho gods ore gone, tho sun's at rest} 

A honthon shine tho world has blessed 
truE^t firo at poaoc. 



following is doubtlessly far from oomploto, and any additions would be weloom^ 
---HOWARD PHILLIPS LOTECRAPT 
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lETTER FOR LAST CHRISTMAS 


The Shuttered Room (1969) 


Amateur Correspondent, May-June, 1937 


PROVIDENCE j TWO GENTLEMEN 1/ 
REVENANT3 


r AT MIDNIGHT 


Hawk on the Wind (1938) 
Marginalia (1944) 

Arkham Son^jler,Autumn, 1948 
Something About Cats (1949) 
Macabre, Summer, 1969 
The Shuttered Room (1959} 


Weird Tales, March, 1936 
Marginalia (1944) 


Weird Tales, Sept,, 1937 
Marginalia (1944) 


Weird Tales, June, 1938 
Marginalia (1944) 


The Aoolyta, ,1942 
Marginalia (1944) 


Weird Tales, January,1938 
MarginaJia (1944) 


Bizarre, January, 1941 


Something About Cats (1949) 



H.P.L.i Pootlo Tributoa 


bh( Clark Ashton 

H.P.L. 

TO HOWARD PHILLIPS LOVECRAPT 


A Houyhnhnm's Scrapbook# 
August# 1956 

The Shuttered Room (1969|( 


The Shuttered Room (1969{ 
Weird Tales, July, 1937 
Marginalia (1944) 

Maonbre, Winter, 1961-63 

Marginalia (1944) 


THE WITCH OP SHEK700D POREST 

Is this tho Schworswald*s hoxoroi. 

This spall you^vo put on moT 
A lovo oharm of tho gypsy 
or Fharoah’s soroory? 

A longing for you torturos mo, 

I aoho for yoia* oabraooi 
At night ny droeans oro haunted by 
Your protty elfin face, 

Yot still I»m sure your magio's not 
An ovll nooronanoy; 

For with more joy than agony 
You oaptivuto ny fancy. 

So bo you maid or iemia — 

How oan a mortal toll? 

I only know I’ll bo oontont# ' 

A victim of yo\jr spoil, 

••••...John E. Vottor. 


MIRTH AMD IRONY, out shortly, promises to bo an oxoollont addition to tho growing num- 
bor of soroon fansinos now in tho fan world, MIRAfiE roadora will liko it; it’s not oon. 
ody, dospito its title, 35^ should put you on tho mailing lii;;, Thoms B. Ilaughoy, 4311 
- 71 Avonuo, Londovor Hills, Maryland, " 








ALFRED IfeCOT AHDREVTS; 

Thanks over so moh for the oxoollont copy of MIRAGE =04. 1 hope you won’t mind if 
I make ny comments hriof concerning most of the issue> for I foiind the lettorool trig¬ 
gered a lot of thoughts in my mind and I should like to spend most of my comments in 
that department. But first the features in general: 

The Prosser cover and the history of its theme or inspiration was nicely paired and 
the two Were quite interesting, respectively, and as a idiole. 

The four stories wore interesting, though not outstanding((!)•)- fms fiction seldom 
is. But it was quite readable, and not too gawky in structure as so much fan fiction 
is today,,,or yesterday.,,and the day before that. 

"Ifyths and Legends" was brief and gives the foaling that the material, for the most 
part, was merely copied from some source — a book on the subieot of nythology,perhaps, 
(I plead Mr. Anderson’s forgiveness if I’ve wronged him).((2)). But since I have an in¬ 
terest in ancient religions, I enjoyed the piece. 

Naturally Derleth would defend Loveoraft and his writings, but not having road the 
initial article by Dr, Keller I can't take sides,,. Although I am not particularly de- 
Tsoted to the work of HPL in the first place.(I’m sorry, Cthulhu old boy, but that's 
the way it goes,,,) 

Poems by Wagner has some very nice imagery, but as a whole didn’t prove too satis- 
f}dng,to me personally, although I don’t know quite why, I am not necessarily enslaved 
to rhyme, so I can appreciate prose-poetry, but viiile strong in imagry, the poems fail~ 
ed by lack of content, or "message," I believe, 

Dodd’s discussion of the Poe book was fascinating, Alan has a way of always being 
interesting, ((3)). 

And now to the letterool: Let me say At the outset that I am coming in to watch this 
fight at about Round 3, because I haven't read Dookingor’s story, but I imderstand that 
it carried the idea that Jesus was a bastard and appeared as a "Xmas story" in YANDRO, 
(I road a later issue of YANDRO in which it was being "discussed" — ho ho ho). And 
to handicap mo further, this is the first issue of MIRAGE (#4, that is) that I have 
received. One may wonder if I am thusly handicapped, vAiy I don't "play it smart" and 
keep my yap shut. Well, 1 may rue the day that I didn't, but while I will touch on Doo- 
kingor's little tale, I om spurred to commont more on a number of ststomonts in #4's 
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"Hindsight."' 

Jack, in your oponing roraarks in the lottsrool you say that you ore for a certain 
amount of censorship in fmzs by thoir editors; than you claim that the no-oonsorship 
group is trying to deny you the right of no-consorship in your am. zine. T/hila I can 
approoiatotthe merit of your complaint (to some oxtont)7^ think that you will find 
yourself facing a problom of personal othios, and that is this; if you nro for edit¬ 
orial censorship, thon you must sot the oxanjilo yourself by applying that censorship 
to your own 'zine; not only in contributed material from other souroos, but in your 
editorials and comments in tho lottorool. '.i/hon you oro galled by others, you can fire 
back in anger insult-for-insult, BUT if you do, you belie your stand pn your principle 
of censorship and can not demand it from others, I know it is a tough tussle, but the 
old adage still stands; "You ann’t have your ooko and oat it too," ((4)). 

In re; your commonts to Tod Pauls.,, I didn't got lORS, so can not know the case of 
yoia* editorial as to emotion or logic in context, but you accuse Dookingor of having 
"no rospeot for tho beliefs of others inhabiting tho samo world in which he lives,"Jak, 
considering the fact that Deo3clngor has proclaimed ho is an atheist in letters, print, 
and word of mouth (and, I boliovo, his avowmont), did you oxpoot him to have any res¬ 
pect for tho beliefs of othorsT I don't knoiv to what extent Dookingor alligns his think 
ing with tho loading atheist publications (PREETHOUGHT, PROGRESSIVE TV0RIJ3, oto.),but 
they show tho samo look of rospoot by continually carping at tho BIBUE, Christianity, 
Jews, and Nogroos (thoy oro on tho race kick now). So if Dookingor follows tho ^ty- 
lino of emotional drun-boating in tho namo of Reason (and thoy got emotional) and 
makes a fetish of trouncing tho beliefs of others, vdiy did you oxpoot him to give a^ 
consideration to tho religious beliefs of other pooplo? I'vo road some of his atheist— 
slanted stuff, but his lack of rospoot for tho beliefs of others didn't got mo churned 
up, booauso I didn't oxpoct any such rospoot from him, I don't oxpoot cows to fly,aith- 
er — thoy aren't equipped for it, Hoithor is Dookingor equipped to show any consider¬ 
ation or rospoot for people's religious boliofs. To bo quite frank, tho only dislike I 
have for Dookingor's material (vdiat of it I'vo road) is that it is so poorly written. 

As to your remarks (still in Paul's lottor) of tho difforonoo botwoon "judgment" 
and "opinionatingi" yos, there is a difforonoo,But in oirovonstonoos of heat and stress 
it can bo difficult to distinguish botvraon tho two. As a Christian (if you oro) you 
havo no right to "sit in tho judgmont seat," but you do have tho right (as an intelli¬ 
gent and thoughtful porson) to havo opinions. Particularly vdion you put your views into 
spoooh or print, you bring out tho shai^ definition of judgment and opinionating. It 
is a mttor of phrasing, Tho oharaotoristio of phrasing "judgmonts" (ospooially of con- 
damnation) is hoavy-handod, dictatorial dogmatism, ^ilo tho phrasing of an opinion is 
ohorootorizod by thoughtfullnoss (carefully thought out), sincority, roasonablonoss, 
and oonsidoration of tho opposing one's boliof — or disboliof, let'mo give you an ox- 
amplo, Whonovor you oxpross on opinion to which thoto is opposition, you aro actually 
engaging in tho art of erguonoatfttion,,, and a little study ivill show that logitimato 
"orguomonts" aro not sessions of sorooming and yelling at one another. Now, in ny re¬ 
ligious beliefs I do not hold with tho dootrino of tho inherent immortality of tho ha- 
lan soul taid lot's suppose tho matter comes up in talking or discussing things of a 
religious nature. Now I could "judgo" sy opponent as a stupid, damn idiot and tiy to 
boat him over tho head with insults, sarcasm, and fury. But to oxpross an option 4as 
opposed to a condemning judgmant) I would havo to bo sure I had thoroughly thought out 
ny oaso (thoughtfulness), bo sure that H am quite sincoro in ay stand (sincority),apply 
reason and ovidonoo to tho case (reasonablonoss) and bo willing to oonsidor tho merit 
or points of ay opponent's orgueawnt or opinionioonsidoration), laid. Jack, I must say 
(though you may not liko wo for it) that your bringing in "judgement" vs, "opinionat¬ 
ing" was somowhat of an ovasion of Paul's perhaps torso opinion of you not having the 
right to judgo Coulson and Dookingor as unfit to bo meabors of tho huawn raco ((6)), 

Iu3 to whothor Coulson had a right to pub, tho story, of oourso ho had, Coulson sots tho 
standards for which ho solocts aiatorial for YAHDRO; ho is not rostriotod ’'.y a publ;.sh- 
or, advortisors, or social or professional pressure groups, ((7)), Ho is tlio solo do- 
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older (nayho his vrifo offers sojno coimnont), hut ho sots tho standards. So wo cannot 
honestly ohorgo Buok with violating any sot or binding codo. You or ^ 
my fool it was an unfortunatoj uncallod-for, biased, disgi^ting, ohoico, but it was 
his ohoioo and his right as an un^bound (by any oodo, oto,) fonod to ohooso it is un- 

'^°”j^ck!*fir^iiLitovor it is worth, I think tho reason you haven't hoard from Ittko ^ck- 
ingor is probably booauso ho is sitting homo enjoying himsolf Immonsoly. Ho is Probab¬ 
ly dolightod and pleased as punoh with himsolf for having caused such a fj^or and hul¬ 
laballoo in fandom with ono of his storlos. And ovory timo door olo Jack Ctolkor ro^ 
Bomobody out about tho affair or sponds page after page of battling and battor^ it 
about, it sends Dooklngor's ogo rating up another 10 points, 

MIEuGE is tho most ploaslng compliment -Dookingor could roooivol The wrat ogo-doflating 
thing that oan'Tiappon to a person who has only himsolf to livo with is to roooivo too 
lash of boing Just slightly abovo being totally ignorod. You ooi^ havo applied toat 
lash by Ju^ramd.lii^ aimio in your editorial about tho fo^s in that YANDR0,^d 
toon said* "Oh, yos, tooro was also another of tho many poorly writton storios by Miko 

, Paul Shingloton's lottor. 

struck m forcsfully, i.o.i "\7hy should wo all boliovo in too fallacy of some book writ, 
ton suppoaodly by som idiots 2000 years ago?" I would llkn to tako 

mont, ^d, stra4oly enough, I would like to start at too ^'of too statomnt^^d work 
back to too boginning. First, Paul is quite closo to too rlgJTt date in a^y^ 2000 
yoars ago." ((lO)). Most pooplo think that Matthew vms first writton to poino Grook 
f^ommonVook) as woro too rost of tho Christian scriptures, but Matthorfs gospol was ^ 
first writton to Hebrew (actually i'o-amaio,-sinoo wwi^t Hobrw was a ^^1^^ 
as for as tho common pooplo woro conoornod). totor llattoov/ put it i^o koto Grook, 
which was tho universal longuago of his day.(Kotoo Grook hold sway toom circa 350 B.C. 
to 350 A.I>.), Stooo Matthow did pa* too gospol to Hobrow for his follow Jews, toto 
would to<^r.4tiP a tto not too distant from tho doath of Christ (about 33 A,D,). Tho 
host ovidtoTtoints to not lator than 60 UD. and porhaps as early as 41 a;D.aa tho 
original •writito of tho gosppl (which moons "good nows ) by Matthew, No, no, I m n« 

/' ^ going to split . hairs and say Paul gives tho wrong dato for too 

/' ■writing by Matthow, I roalizo that ho moont 2000 

' ■ (\f yoars ago to gonoral torms, and ho was protty 

\ ; nlnnn ■ .iriv^or tako 40 or 50 yoars. 


^ i / oioso,',,givo or tako 40 or 50 yoars. But I 
1 i J mention of tho spociflo timos as moroly ono link 
f fin a chain I am horo forging. Boar with mo,plonso. 
ill Noxt ho spooks of tho virltor of that gospol as 
’’sonoildiot" I think Paul will agroo that this 
) an unfortunate ohoioo of words if ho rooonsid- 
- i.,v-rs tho matter. Idiots do not spoak and write to 
I bhroo languages. Matthow spoko and wrote to Hobrow 

y>l''^anaio) 'wi'dTrook, and undoubtedly had a oonsidorablo knowl. 
K Vodgo of Latin stooo ho was a tax oollootor for tho Roman govoriv 
t \ mont (and a government vfhioh issued its dirootivos to Latin,tho 
) \ official govornmont language). Ono hoa only to road and oxamino 
V \ too gospol of ISatthovf to roalizo that this man was an educated 
individual of oonsidorablo Ixtorary talent. His power and olo- 
vation of writWg, his fooling for oircumetanoo and condition?, 
A \ his ooncorn box’ ordor, his knoivlodgo of tho Hobrow soripturos, 
Vhis oxtonsivo account not only of tho toaohtogs of Josus, but 
/ also mtoistorial activity and ministerial iratruotion both 
' engaged to and given by Josus , havo caused BihJ 5 onl and soo- 
/ular scholars alto to accord it groat honors, Renan oi.llod 
b "Tho most important book over TJrlttonj" E.J. Goodspood says 
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"Iho gospol of Matthew is a foot of litoraturo, not to ho doniod, which stood up in an¬ 
tiquity so oomnandlngly that it bocomo tho loading book in tho Fourfold Gospol and tho 
■wholo Now Tostonont." "Soao idiot?" Ror.o indoodl ((H))* 

Now Ptttil says "supposedly writton'hy..SUPPOSEDLY? Do you moan to in^ly that Matt¬ 
hew was not tho author of tho gospol that boars his nomo? I wish I had tho space to g® 
into this mattor of tho authenticity of Ifatthow's authorship in greater dotai^ but 
this lottor of mine is long enough already. So I can only say that to dony Uatfeow s 
authorship is to buck tho ovidonoo in such oroas as toxtual criticism, mnusoriptB,^o 
Grook's Greek's exaltation of authorship, tho oolipsing of Mark a gospol ((K;;, auth- 
ors and works in Grook, first porson details in tho Gospol and thoir choraotoristxos, 
apostolic ascription in tho First Century, and other related mttors. If it pleases 
Paul to add "supposodly" to"writton by" I suggost you toko a tip from tho Boy Scout s 
motto and "Bo ft-oparod...." to ^ it wl Now, if Paul considers 
Matthew's gospol to bo a "faTTaSyT" m'E^LS his view and his rosponsibili^, tod ho 
as a froo agont may boliovo or dlsbollovo on whatovor ho ohoosos, BUT if ho intends to 
dofamo a BIBLE book like UlatthoTf's, ospooially with a statonont liko soroo book vjritton 
supposedly by some idiot," thorn ho is going to run into trouble. That troublo could 
^ • Ei o ^ torm of po^pI5"who hayo spont yoars in tho study of tho BIBIE translations, 
manuscripts, histories, languages, and related sooular mattors, vho might not bo as 
kind as I have boon, but rather will literally slaughter him by facts, oyidonoo,scholar, 
ship, ond knowlodgo, (Paul, I am not talking down, as it vraro, to you, I am spoaking 
to you on tho same loyol.,,1 mysolf loornod tho losson — tho tod way. 

Tho noxt point in Paul'6“lottor is a touchy ono, but I am not greatly conoornod with 
its patriotism as 1 am vdth its wording, (^uoto, "tobo ^atoi/ is too much °f ^ 
ard or a conformist to dofond your country...'((l3);.Lot s take tho of ^ 

to soryo in tho armod forces of a nation (vdiioh so^ to bo tho connotation of Jfeul s 
otogp). A nuribor of religious socts (or "denominations, as you wish) in sovoral mtion 
too suffered mistroatmont and imprisonnont in to tiM to po^ tto 
toko port in wars among oorthly nations. Can you, Paul, lionostly and logically brto a 
man a coward if in poaco-timo (little chonoo of his being killed - so no fto of death} 
ho is willing to suffer humiliation, loss of livolihood, loss of porsoml froodom, and 
abuso by imprisonmont, rather than pledge himself to the nilita^ f 

, ly nation, booauso ho sinooroly boliovos it to bo an aot of disloyalty to^b^ his fol- 
lOT mon and, most ospooially, to tho Highest Power, his God? Did you say o^d ^ul? 
A man euffora and boors losses and indignity by taking his staunch, unswo^i^ stand 
(in some nations ~ Russia, Nazi Germany, oto.Bvon suffering tortoo and doa^) in o^ 
position to tho action followed by tho masses of his follow oount^n, ^ 
parativoly qlono, withstanding pains, throats, and prossuros,..and you would brto this 
porson a "oonformistl"! Tho masses bovr to tho porror of tho Solootivo Sorvioo Aot, a 
rolativo fow rofuso,...which is tho "conformist" Paul? tod if you ohooso to answor,no 
flag-waving or impassionod spooohos on patriotism, ploaso, for I only question your 
ohoioo of TTOrds in this lottor. . x, n v 

Noll. Jack, you cor+ainly wnt on to $royo that you can got as omotional as no ciw.. 
but, of course, thoro is ono main drawback to such proooduro, i.o., you con novor win 
an arguoraont that way. It is sad, but true. I am not against turning a phraso clovorly 
on oooassion, but when ono lots himsolf fall proy to tho uso of tho invootiyo, ho might 
do well to oonsidor seriously and hcnostly tho vrords of Vioo-Admiral H.G. Riokovori ^ 
"Tho unoducatod hayo no intolligont support for thoir opinions* and so can not dofond 
thorn rationally against advorsarios who arguo oh tho basis of fact, knowlodgo, and 
reason. Tho unoducatod possoss but ono vroapon — tho Issh of invootivo, Thoy can not 
arguo on tho lovol of facts and idoasl, so thoy stoop to personal vilification. 

To spook Tory frankly. Jack, both you and Poul aro guilty of doing just that, tod 
it doos no gto^o cry ’'Ho started it’." It makos rw difforonoo who startod it ~ tip 
thing that will soporato tho mon from tho boys is to s-' nps it and will constrain hltiv- 
Bolf in on arguomont by relying only on intolloot, fobli'toowlodgo, reason, and ideas. 
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...not invootivos of personal vilification, ((14)). Riokovor also pointed out that 
"tho truly oduoatod man can admit his mistakes without fooling that his porsonal worth 
has boon diminlshodi tho unoduoatod man clings to his mistakes with all tho moro do- 
tomination when others point thorn out. To him tho critic is an onony who attacks him 
by showing him up," 

So wo actually work against our own causo whon wo,'by porsonal vilification, foroo 
our opponent into tho roaction of tho "unoduoatod man*" that boing ho tenaciously oli^y 
to his mistokos booatiso vro havo mado him fool that our opposition to his opinion is an 
attack on his worth as a person, Ypu and Foul havo suocossfUlly accomplished ono thing 
—• you havo boaton yoursolvosl 

As to tho old (oh so agodl) ohallongo of tho atheist that "You can’t provo that God 
exists," I will lot a fow words frap ’.Tilliom Bioko' s AUGURIES OF IKNOCEIJCE suffioo t 
"Ho who doubts from vSiat ho soos 
Tfill no'or boliovo, do what you ploaso. 

If tho sun and moon should doubt, 

Thoy’d innodiatoly go out," 

As to tho romorks of Avram Davidson about tho possible offonsivonoss of Rrossor’s 
uso of tho Solomon's Seal (or Star of David) and lottors of tho totinxgrammaton(Yod Ho 
V/aw Ho o Yffiffi). I think Avram was not saying that ho or practicing Jews in gonoral 
would bo iffondod, but slu^dy if a Jew vreintod to bo offondod by tho uso of such symbols 
in oonnootion with tho idols thoy could fi^' causo to do io. And sinco Ur, Davidson 
is a knowlodgoablo and practicing Jow, 1 wonder if ho could caro to onlighton mo on a 
point of JudAAsn? Vihat is tho origin of tho "Star of David?" I don't boliovo thoro's 
any roforonoo ’ jso any such symbol in tho Hobrow soripturos, is thoro? 

In closing, may I oxpross ty admiration for Davo Erossor’s lottor of explanation of 
tho uso of tho abovonamod syrbols, Davo is an oXoollont artist of tho weird and tho 
raaoabro, and a gontlomon showing roasonablonoss, a fino sonso of hiaaan relations and 
sincerity of his artwork. Ho should bo highly oomnondod for his sincoro and tactful h 
handling of tho "possible" objection raised by lir, Dovidton, 

And so I bring this long opistlo to a oloso, I remain, Sinooroly, A1 Andrews, 

(Birmingham 9,Ala 


Tho bbovo was tho finest lottor of oommont 1 havo roooivod to date. It was so good that 
I printed it almost word-for-v/ord. It covers just about ovorything worth oovorihg —and 
as good or bettor than most. This, ooribinod with tho groat length of the lottor, havo 
mado inclusions by others in^ossiblo, THIS IS THE TYPE OF loC THAT TULL BRING FREE lORs 
Bolow aro my commonts. Tho Editor 


((l))-If thoy wore groat, thoy'd bo in prozinos. You, tho roador, havo to do more than 
pass off stories with a literary shrug, Vfo plaoo thorn in IHRAGE not only to entertain, 
but for critical commentary, so that tho author can soo what tho public thinks is wrong 
and bettor himsolf, 

((2))-You did, Tho original manuscripts for HYTHS AND LEGEHBJS wore submitted in poor 
shapoj as fragmentary phrasos and in a sloppy, dog-oarod fashion. This is ono reason 
it is no longer in UIRiiGE — I had to ro-wito tho piocos almost ontiroly, and I have 
not tho slightest knovflodgo of myths and logonds, 

((3))-Quoting roforoncos, Rodd Boggs rofutos Dodd and Evans and says that Vorno novor 
complotod it, Dodd is wrong in ono rospoct — Poo wroto and abandoned PYM 10 years be¬ 
fore his death, and it was thoroforo not his last story. It was abandoned booauso Poo 
boliovod it inferior, and ^.opod to oribroidor it into a majrr novel lator — ono vdiioh 
ho novor wroto, Vorno did toko it and write on ondingi this boing done in tho lato 708, 
Dodd's roforoncos aro oorroct on tho oollaborativo publication, Tho Poo-Vorno oollab, 
con bo obtained for }3,00 through'Tho Fantasy Classic Library,P,0,Box 161,Hioksvillo,NY. 
((4))-% remarks wore paradoxical, admittedly, Howovor, I ^ oxorciso oonsorship of 
items I fool unfit for MIRAGE publication, I would havo rojoctod "Rovolation" no matter 
who or what it attacked, on tho grounds that it was objootionablo material, and could 
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havo had a dOEaEing influonoo on tho younger port 6f tho roadorship. At any rate, I 
think you'ro splittlnc hairs. By being paradixioal* and donanding ry rights undor thodl: 
ruloB. I bolioTO I suocossfully illustrated tho paradoxes on both sidosj and why taJo- 
ing a stand in tho nannor in which they exhibit thoir viows ond onforoo then thoy nro 
thoinsolvos oomnitting tho urror of oroating a paradox* sihoo by tho letters in I.1IR4 
thoy obviously can’t apply thoir rules to thoir own viows» and boliovo thomsolvos ox- 
oludod fron thoir own lavra of no-oonsorship and froodom of tho famish pross. 

((6))- Tod Pguls lator sent a lottor of equal length to follov/ his published one. In 
this sooond* unsoon ooianunioation ho doolaros that tho judicial systoni vro havo is lous; 
and should bo ovorthrenvn. And substitute what, lod t ’Nuff said, 

((6))- I'vo roopnsidorod, Tho hunon raoo isn’t that moh to bogin with,,,, in faot,what 
■•^oy did vias vory hunon iddood, 

((?))- Erotty lousy standards, in ny opinion, though, 

((8})- I novor noant to deny Dookingor tho right to publish his piooo, I ^ think that 
■YANBRO should not havo boon tho plaoo to do it, sinoo it is a family fanzino, going to 
all ages (including 'tho **forinula'tivo ago” IC® shaping ■thoir ouiilook on lifo)j and. also 
boing a highly rospootod and influontial publication. If Dookingor wants to bo oonstr- 
uotivo and intorosting, then any fanzine — ovon lURi'iJE — iS opon to him, HClJBVER,if 
his solo object is to fulfill his ogotlsm.-dosiring moohanisn, and is going to bo point- 
loss, dostruotivo, and ovon openly offonsivo to tho massos of pooplo v/ith no rospoot 
for his follow non, thon I boliovo that HE SHOULD PUBLISH .VND DISTRIBUTE IT H-IUSELP. 

In this way ho will not involve others, if nothing olso. And ho*11 show hinsolf, and 
himsolf alono, for vdiat ho roally is, Porsomlly, I think ho’s soared to do it that way 
{(9))-Adnlttodly it would havo boon moro offootivo as a porson-to-porson battlo, rather 
than a public ono* but it v/ould not have stirred anything up* It v/ould not havo brougM 
in half tho rosponsos, given us half tho publicity, nor raised any issues of importance 
For those reasons tho editorial was written as it wm. opinion was true? ny method 
of saying it was for tho purpose of dolibora^o instigation, Dodkingor rocontly told mo 
that ho plans a soquol — and frooly admittod that ho wanted pxiblicity more thoA any¬ 
thing olso, Hb will, if ho writes it, got no mention by nano in JOHAGE. I might, hw- 
ovor, if I havo tho timo, writo a diassootion of tho story or an essay on tho egotisti¬ 
cal mind, if I can find somplaoo other than '.URAGE to publish it, 

((10))-This, of course* oxoludos tho Old Tostamont, which is about 4000 yoors old. 
((ll))-But doesn’t your oarliar dosoription of Dookingor also apply to ShinglotonT You 
yourself said that atheists woro traditionally bullhoadod egotists, Thoy accept, os you 
know, only tho facts — ovon dooucBntod facts — that support thoir caso. No mattor how 
woll baokod up, tho average party-lino athoist will rojoot any data not distinct^ fav- 
orablo to his cause. If ho roods your lottor at all, ho will probably donounoo it as 
lios and propaganda. You know that yourself. Slam vs. slam nay not win anything, but 
intolligonoo vs, egotism soos both sides as thinking thomsolvos tho winner,>(’hloh isvrors. 
((12))-Ihul novor confined his remarks to oritioisiing Ihtthovf, Ho was referring to tho 
ontiro BIBLE, I think, 

((l3))-(Exoorpb fron a spooch of Gon. Shoup, Commandant, United States Uorino Corps., 
l&.y, 1960: "Atheists axo traditionally cowards, Thoy can nob stand up undor prossuro} 
thoy oraok voiy easily and much quicker than any other typo of individual, Thoy insist 
on being individuals vhon a toam effort is tho only vmy a oorpany can come out alivo, 
Thoy insist on boing a merbor of tho group when thoy, ns individuals, aro obnoxious to 
thoir follows, Thoy oro walking,, talking beings who oro mentally forood to do tho oppo¬ 
site of what thoy shoiad, QT/, of all tho traitors that tho armed sorvioos saw during 
tho Korean Conflict vroro knovra atheists, I concur with tho statomont of tho Joint Chief 
of Staff of last Juno 16 that, if thoro was somo oortain way to toll who was an 

athoist and who was not, wo would oxoludo all of thorn from tho armed Borvicos," 

((14))-I frooly admit that I orrod in ry method of roply to Shingloton's letbor. If I 
has it to do again, I would do it much difforontly, I don’t know now vJiy I did as I die. 
I lost my tonpor vdion I was oritigisod for criticising others, Howovor, I havo tlio con, 
solation that, v^ithout~Ey outburst, jfou would havo novor written your oxoollont lottor. 


If you have a book iriiioh would bo of intorost to tho fantasy fans that you particular¬ 
ly liko or disliko and wish to review, THE BOOKSHELF vraloorms such piocos, Koviowf; sub- 
nilttod should bo brief and to tho point, Conploto infornation on tho book ~ titlo, 
author, publishor, yoor of publication, prioo — should bo included. 



On hand is a roviow copy of Maurice B. Gardnnr's BANTAN INCEEDIBIS (Moodor Pross,Bos¬ 
ton, 1960,43,00. Illustratod by Davo Prossor). This book is ono of a sorios of novels 
going back to tho lato 30s, and with which I an thoroughly unforailior. Unfortunatoly, 
tho books aro viritton as subplots in a nuoh broader, mjor thonc which is kept roli- 
tivoly obscure fron tho beginning roador with an alnost "Vfoll, you knovr what happened 
boforo, so,.," attitude, Bantan is tho v/oll knovm South Soa Islands counterpart of Tar- 
son, Tfith Much tho sano background, physical apponranoo, and abilities (although Ban- 
ton is not gifted with tho ability to oonnunicato iirith animals — ho was raised by 
natives, not apos). In B.JITA1I INCREDIBLE, Jlr. Gardner loans towards soionco fiction, 
something Burroughs didn't do in his junglo tales, proforring soparato books for his 
stf, and prosonts in this plot/subplot tho talo of on island bound by ritual and foar 
to a white "god" scientist, who, following tho promise of roinoornation, has invontod 
a dovioo which will brook tho barriers and rovoal tho momorios of a person's past lives 
Captured by tho islanders whon Bantan lands on thoir island soarohing for on indistinct 
onony fron past books, ho is brought boforo tho scientist, Bantan thon booonos tho 
first whito subject of tho naohino. It la horo that Ur, Gardner comos into his own 
with his unusually pootio writing stylo, and wo aro shcfwn in full dotail many of our 
horo's past incarnations in vignotto form, which is woll handlod. For Ifr, Gardner has 
without doubt a supxarb writing skill, and on ability to woavo a colorful pioturo so 
roal that tho roador con alnost tasto it. Ilowovor, this groat litorory gift is also 
his downfall, since tho author prooocupios hlnsolf so nuoh in sotting tho mood and 
painting tho sotting unto tho Nth dotail that tho roador finds himsolf booomlng dis- 
intorostod. In oroating a truo mood and background, Gardner looses sight of tho plot 
itsolf ~ and whilo ho could easily wito a story of pure mood, ho makos it door that 
plot is over prosont by placing Bantan — or a oharaotor such as Bantan — in peril in 
tho first plaoo. Tho dosoriptivo talent ho has is oloso to tho mood stories of a Lovo- 
oraft or Smith or Poo — but ho lacks tho skill to proporly prosont thon. For in thoso 
othoiv'js vn-itings, plot may bo sot asido, but it is novor forgotton l This is Gardner's 
fatal flaw — sacrificing continuity end plot values tor mood and settings — which 
nnkos not only B/iNTIiN INCREDIBLE but also. I'll wngor, any othor writings of his fall 
way short of tho mark, Gardner oortainly has litorory talont, and it is to bo rogrettod 
that, instead of developing, ho has boon satisfiod with tho publishor's contracts and 
convinced himsolf that Bantan is tho best ho con do. In my opinion. Burroughs sacrif- 
iood mood and sotting toohniquos for thoso of plot and oontlnuitj’ — vdiich made his 
tales roadablo, although not very onjoyablo. Gardner doos tho rovorso and oonos out 
with tho sano ends — ho saorifioos tho p letting and continuity tochniquos iia favor 
of mood and sotting.... and oonos out with a just barely roadablo book, end not v/holly 
onjoyablo. To bo blunt, after a whilo tho roador issues a borod sigh and places tho 
book down ~ ho just doesn’t give a dann any noro, Ono shudders to think, though,what 
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would have happonod had ERB and Maurico Gardnor coribinod tholr opposito talonts —it 
would have rooked tho world of femtastio litoraturo. It is to bo rogrottod that thoir 
dovolopnont of thoir own skills ran only halfway to porfootion... vro aro loft with 
ono-half of a groat writer apiooo. 

Tho Prossor illustrations do littlo or nothing for tho book* I foar» Davo is at his 
host whon given a froo handj he suffers horo fron being rostriotod to a subject that 
onn not allow hin to nako full uso of his inaginatlon or his talonts — and* most of 
all, fron poor reproduction vfhioh, I know* out a tronondous anount of tho ohnraotor- 
Istlo Prossor detail, 

SUMIKG GPj This roador lilcod Gardner as a'wholo* but* novor having boon a Burroxighs 
fanatio* hatos Taraan and Tarzan imitations. Some of tho soonos aro vory monorablo, 
but, as a wholo* ovor-attontion to color and mood at tho loss of plot and continuity 
toko a vital something fron it, ♦♦♦An alnost-good book roviovrod by a hostile critic*** 
Vay appeal to Tarzan fans — I don't like Burroughs, oithor* rcE»nbor,.,..,.....JIG 

INDEX TO THE VERSE IN WEIRD TALES, Including ORIEHTAL STORIES and THE HAGIC CARPET 
HAGAZDJE and THE THRILL BOOK is tho lengthy title for a snail but vory valuablo and 
woll-produood bibliographical ifion of intorost to all fantasy oollootors, .It is exact¬ 
ly what tho title says it is — a ncticulous listing of all of tho vorso published in 
tho abovonontionod nagazinos fron start (V,l ^l) to the last issue, A scholarly troat- 
nont is given each by listing oaoh poon by magazine * by tho title of tho poem* and by 
tho author(8). T.G.L. Cockcroft, tho oonpilor* is oortainly to bo oonplinontod on 
giving 43 this most valuablo listing, h'oll-producod* half-sizo, doublo-oolunnod* with 
a "slick" cover that vroars well. Oortainly vrorth nnny tlnos 75/ to tho fantasy fani 
500 copy odltion, printed by Cockcroft in Now Zealand. ** It has boon sone tino since 
this item oamo in* ond* on writing, I find that tho U.S, ogont’s address is not in ny 
files* as I had supposed whon loaning tho iton out, IlmTOVor* I will write Ik*. Cockcroft 
just as soon as I got this 'zino in tho nail, ond will rofor your individual ordors 
to tho, appropriate sourbo if you nako then through IHRAGB, 1^ apologios. 

I wish to toko this spaco to nako noto of sovoral items of intorost on tho eallondor 
FIRST, is* of oourso* tho Chloon III. It's about 90-10 against my boing thoro* bub I 
havo sont in ny $2 and urgo you to do tho sono, Thoso things nood financing* and* I 
think that any truo fan should join — particularly if ho's not going to bo thoro*sinoo 
your monoy pays for tho Hugos and koops tho cons rolling fron year to year. So* send 
^2,00 (if you haven't already) toj Goorgo W, Prioo* P.O. Box 4864, Chicago 80* Illinois. 
and....I t's D.C, in '63* of courso, 

John Vottor, who rtms ICadath Books out of 1410 Turkey Run Rood* IIoLoon, Virginia 
(Lovooroftiana oxol.usivoly) is all firod up by tho blblio erazoj olsowhoro in this 
Issuo you will find his INDEX TO VERSES IN TRIBUTE TO II.P.L. and in MH6 the first 
BIBLIOGRAPHY OP IJITIST S I-ND ILLUSTRATIONS ACCOllPANYING H.P.L.'s PUBLISHED llATERLU, 

Also in HIES — an ndaitions & oorrooti'^ns list for tho H.P.L, BIBLIO iinthon did last 
March. MIRAGE WILL GO QUARTERLY in 19C3. Tho editor will bo attending olassbs then at 
Tho University of Baltinoro, with luck, but vro hopo to havo a staff for such sundry 
ahoros as typing stonoil, oto. to gt'-o \’.s noro t-1xiD, 

Out vory soon will bo I.1IKAGE ON L(ET?CK.-iPT, edited by Jack L. Chnlkor. Published by 
Alan Dodd in Groat Britain, this foatm-os a now Prossor covpr* interiors by divers poo- 
plo, and, aside fron tho two IIIHAGB articles on Lovocraft — Kollor’s NOTES ON L. and 
Dorloth's rebuttal, thoro ia also tho raro Lovocraft AUTOBIOGR/iEHY: SOIE NOTES ON A 
NOKENIITY. Plus.... THE WHITE SHIP, a story by HPL. 50/ if you are a MIR subbor; §1 
otlio.'.-.iiso. 

Also: A FIGMENT OP A DEPJJ.I, by David H. Kollor. A first odition of Kollor's nowost 
and boat piooo of major fantasy vjriting, With heavy paper covers and loads of Pi-ossor 
illueti’atlons; a groat piooo of work* dostinod to booono vory valuable, ALL COPIES SIGlt. 
ED Bi THE AUTHOR AND NUMBERED. A oollootor's itoml O2,00 whilo thoy last.. 
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CHOP 

CHOP 


IS TI3ERE A STAR IN THIS BOX? 


TiTBACT is gotting nuoh too oxponsivo. Tho loss is now noro than ij>30 on lBsuo,Md 
I roally don't havo that nuoh to sparo. So for, you'vo paid tho prloo hy "boarinG with 
us oTor long spans of tiao — as nuoh as nino nonths — botwoon issuos booauso your 
editor couldn't afford to bring tho issuo out, 

MIRAGE #5 is a sort of apology — it is oxtro-long, so that it's almost liko two 
issuos,,., wo hopo that tho quality of our mtorial and tho bulk of this issuo nokos 
tho long wait worthwhile... 

Sinoo wo plan to go quartorly, you oan oxpoot tv« things* (l)*- a out in lAo p^o 
count,.,bnok down to bdtwoon 24 and 34 pogos, although tho nntorial will still bo ^o 
soEiD as far as qufility, usofulnoss, and ontortainnont goos. And, 12; — worst of all, 
wo*11 havo to out a groat nnny pooplo off our nailing list, 

IP YOU ARE A SUBSCRIBERj Chock tho miling labol on tho omolopo in which 
#6 arrivod. Thoro should bo a nuribor beside your nano ~ #6, #7, #8, oto. This is tho 
issuo of MIRPdjE with which your subscription oxpiros. If it is gotting oImo to oxpir- 
wo rocoorSnTHJwFyouT^novf rl'c^tnw. Yon oro tho onos vdio koop SOR in busl^ 

nossl „ i-t 

IF YOU A TJiADER: Thoro should ho a lottor T* hosido your nano on your nail- 
inr label. If it is thoro, then you aro O.K. — just koop sending your fanztaos, I 
know wo Boldom oonnont upon thon, but this is duo to a lack of tinoj not a lack of 
onjoynont. If thoro is NO "T" asido from yoUr nano, and you aro a fanod, ploaso send 
your 'zino(s). Only apazinos aro inoligiblo, oxoopt those with outstanding contents 
or that aro of groat intorost to tho non,-apaian, Exonplos of those apazinos which 
can ta-ado orot VIPER, VJARIIOON, and tho liko, 

IF YOU ARE A CONTEIBUTORt Tho issuo in which your piece appears is tho only issuo 
you oan roooivo for nothing. Two copies of that issuo will bo sont, if roquostod, 

IP, AFTER YOUR Wd.E, YOU ffiJB A "C": This is your last issuo unless you ^ sonothing, 
IF, iiFTER YOUR NAIE, YOU HAVE A "CI"t You oro assured of roooivlng tho next issuo as 
woll for sotio reason,, .but watch thoso initials lost tho "I" drop off I 

DO YOU HAVE A STIJl? Look above, in that box, IF THERE IS NO FTAE.YOU ARE O.K, ATO 
CONTINDE TO RECEIVE $3EAGE. IP THE BOX IS VACANT, YOU ARE IiLL RIGHT. Hovrovor, IF THERE 
IS A STAR THERE, YCK/nrOTlErbTlb11fHWG===^^ FAST! A STiiR MEANS TIUT THIS IS 
YOUR UST ISSUE. 

No roalizo that wo nust out sono valued and old frionds but, dospito friendships, 

1 nust do this in order to koop MIRiVGE fron indofinitoly folding, 30, PRESERVE YOUR 
FRIENDSHIP — subsoribo, oontribufco, or trado publications (all-for-all or pago-for- 
pago). 


Thank you, and aoo you again about lato October, 


,,wo hopo, 

Tho Ahthon Pross 
Jack L, Cholkor 


